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The Orb release a full-length 
album, Orbvs Terrarvm, on 20 
March, and take off on a 

as follows: Leicester De Montfort 
Hall (15 March), Sheffield Octagon 
(16), Warwick University (17), 
Exeter University (18), Cardiff 
University (19), Southampton 
Guildhall (20), Leeds T&C (22), 
Liverpool University (23), 
Wolverhampton Civic Hall (24), 
Cambridge Com Exchange (25), 
Brighton Event Club (27), Glasgow 
Barrowlands (29), Newcastle 
Mayfair (30), Manchester Apollo 
(31), Middlesborough Town Hall (1 
April), London Forum (6-7). Note 
that the London dates have been 
rescheduled: all tickets remain 
valid. All tickets are £11 except 
London (£12.50). 

David Thomas, the sometime 
leader of Pere Ubu, tours the UK 
in March with his Improvising trio 
The Two Pale Boys. Thomas sings 
and plays melodeon, and is 
accompanied by MIDI guitarist 
Keith Moline and violinist Chris 
Brierley. A Stateside source says of 
the project: ‘This is a good 
combination because it shouldn’t 
go together.' Dates are as follows: 
Southampton Joiners Arms (19 
March), Bracknell Arts Centre 
(21), London Mean Fiddler (22), 
BrawbyThe Shed (24), Leeds 
Duchess Of York (25), and 
Cambridge Boat Race (26). 



Spiritualized tour of the UK, which 
winds up with dates at 


Northampton Roadmenders (1 
March), Leicester De Montfort 
Hall (2), and Bristol University (3), 

Conspiracy play at London's Red 
Rose Club (129 Seven Sisters 
Road, 0171 263 7265) with 
Dead Voices On Air (featuring ex- 
ZovietTrance: member Mark 
Spybey) and 46,000 Fibres, on 8 
March (8 pm, £3/£2). 

The Electronic Lounge goes 

waves of DJ sound courtesy of 
Intens from Colin Newman’s 
wonderful Swim label. Meet and 
greet friends and strangers alike 
until the small hours, brought 
together by a universal love of 


Seefeel release Succour, their 
first album for Warp, on 20 8 pm-1 am, £ 1 


50. Info: 0171 


March, and are touring as the 498 3032. 

the office ambience 

Cryptology — David S Ware (Homestead) 

Zipless — Vanessa Daou (Lotus) 

Orbvs Terrarvm - The Orb (Island) 

African Rhythms- Oneness Of Juju (Black Fine) 

Disco Bhangra - Various Artists (DIW) 

Succour -Seefeel (Warp) 

Apart — Paul Schiitze (Virgin) 

No Protection - Massive Attack Versus Mad Professor (Circa) 
Slow Motion -Gunter Muller & Jim O'Rourke (For 4 Ears) 

Larks’ Tongues In Aspic — King Crimson (Virgin) 


MrBelU 

Considers 



actually listening to grey seals recorded in a cave in Wales. Once you 
knew that, it was obvious that the percussion was waves on pebbles. But 
the voices were quite uncanny, and I realised that I had been fooled by 
these erotic cries, that I had re-invented mermaids without knowing it 

This extraordinary tape, made by sound recordist John Paterson, has 
won an award from the Wildlife Sound Recording Society. The WSRS 
holds a competition each year, and members send in their recordings, 
which have titles like "Mating Bumble Bees” and 'Nightjar In A Flap”. 
The overall winner was a scary piece called "Manx Shearwater Duet”, 
whjch sounds like two big dogs fighting over a squeaky toy, but Is 
actually a pair of seabirds. 

I did record some frogs once in Bali, but I don't actually have a rifle 
mic or a parabolic reflector, so I wouldn't qualify to join the WSRS. I 
borrowed Peter’s copy of their journal, Wildlife Sound. It’s a substantial 
65 page magazine, and if you've ever wanted to record a tufted duck 
on a DAT, or a flying fox on a mini-disc, then this is the journal for you. 
John Paterson describes setting up microphones in a pitch black forest, 
with no torch, surrounded by rutting stags: "The belling of stags 
sounded evil and ferocious all around us, deafeningly loud.” 

And there's a very nice discussion of a great tit recording in which the 
bird makes a distorted buzzing noise, modulating its note at a frequency 
beyond the ability of human ears to perceive: “No doubt the great tit 
hears this note differently from us; as birds have a much finer temporal 
discrimination in their hearing, I suppose that it hears a beautifully clear, 
rapid trill" (Richard Ranft). I like this idea of temporal discrimination. 

But I think the real fun of being a member must be sending in your 
recordings to be included on the 'circulating tape’. Four times a year 
you receive a tape of members' work, complete with technical 
comments by tape editor Richard Margoschis (whose voice sounds just 
like guitarist Derek Bailey's). 

Peter Cusack himself has had several recordings circulated around the 
300-odd members. Once piece was a straight recording of a Thailand hill 
tribe village at dawn. Another was his "Armchair Safari”, in which exotic 
birds share space with electric guitar, maracas and finally a roaring steam 
train. Which raises the question, what does all this have to do with new 


music? I'll have to get back to you on that after we've booked the grey 
seals to perform at the next LMC Festival... CLIVE BELL 


Compiled by The Wire Sound System 
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PJ Harvey launches her new 
album To Bring You My Love 
(Island) with her first headlining 
tour of the UK for almost two 
years, supported on all dates by 
ex-Massive Attacker Tricky, 
releasing his debut album 
Maxinquaye this month. The tour 
arrives at Glasgow Barrowlands (4 
March), Leeds Town & Country 
Club (6), Cambridge Corn 
Exchange (7), Manchester 
Academy (9), Birmingham Que 
Club and London Shepherd's Bush 
Empire (11). 

Miles Davis: The Hidden Years is 

the title of an exhibition of the 
surreal, aggressively sexual 
primitivist paintings executed by 
the trumpeter during the last 1§ 
years of his life. They are on show 
for the first time in the UK, at The 
Gallery, 74 South Audley Street in 
Central London, between 21 
February-4 March. 

Disobey, fresh from their 
successful excursion to NYC (see 
pages 26-7) bring their radical live 
space back to the UK for the first 
time this year on 26 March. Its a 
special Disobey Day Out in 
Manchester at The Roadhouse (8- 
12 pm, £5). Featured artists are 
Otomo Yoshihide & Yamatsuka 
Eye, Aphex Twin protege Psylob, 
prankish deconstructors Stock, 
Hausen & Walkman, DJ 
Beekeeper, and author Nick 
Blincoe, reading from his 
forthcoming novel Add Casuals 
(published by Serpents Tail). A 



The Rocket Cinema has begun 
screening classic and rarely-seen 
films with new soundtracks 
improvised in real time by special 
guest mixers. On 28 February, 
photographer and video auteur 
Anton Corbijn introduces a night of 


of his own rock videos for 
the likes of U2, Nirvana, Depeche 
Mode, Johnny Cash and Nick Cave, 
and a new film of Don Van Vliet 
aka Captain Beefheart Following 
this, Jacques Tati’s 1958 classic 
Mon Onde is set to an original 
soundtrack mixed by Tricky; and 
John Schlesinger’s Midnight 
Cowboy (1969) is rescored by 

The Rocket in North London, 8 
pm-2 am, tickets £8 (door)/£7 
(advance) from Rough Trade, Fat 
Cat or the venue. Phone 0171 
624 9357 for info. 


on 7 March at the British 
Music Information Centre in 
Central London (0171 499 
8567) at 7.30 pm, £4/£2. 
Durrant has just released a CD of 
Viola Pieces, distributed by The 
Complete Record Company. 


i tabla/drone accompaniment 
'Rising Stars' (1 March, 7.30 pm, £5/£3): showcase for new generation of 
musicians. 'An Indian In London' (3, 7.30 pm, £8/£5): Indian 

'Joy Of The South' 
(4, 7.30 pm, £8/£5): Carnatic classical music. 'Jazz Orient’ (8, 7.30, 
£8/£5): Indo-Western jazz synthesis, featuring percussionist Talvin Singh. 
'Divine Song’ (10, Highbury Christ Church, 7 pm, £3): cross- 
denominational devotional mi 

ito the small hours, with guest Clive Bell. 
? on 0181 341 4421. 


ice of music for horn, 


March at Blackheath Concert Halls 
(7.30 pm, 0181 463 0100). 
Featured composers include 


ank Bridge, Constant 
nd Edwin Roxburgh. 
Tickets £7.50/£6. 

Gerry Hemingway and Steve 
ArgOelles lead a live big band that 
includes Steve Watts and Mark 
Dresser on 7 March at London’s 
Queen Elizabeth Hall (7.45 pm, 
0171 928 8800). 


Jan Kopinski and Steve lliffe from 
Pinski Zoo kick off a new venue for 
live Improv, roots and New Music, 
The Liquidiser, with a burst of their 
karmalodic free jazz. The club 
takes place monthly at Slurps Cafe 
Bar in Northampton, and a set by 
Martin Archer's Transient Vs 
Resident is promised for April. Info 
' —D4 603112. 

urs (at the Vo 
)n, 0171 254 6516) 
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March), Paul Dunmall with Marcio 
Mattos (12), Peter Cusack/Steve 
Beresford/Roger Turner/John 
Butcher (19), andVeryan 
Weston's Kokopelli (26). Price, as 
ever, is £4/£3. 


Virgin. They'll be causing the riot 

Wolverhampton Wulfrun Hall (25 
February), Sheffield Leadmill (26), 
Glasgow Garage (27), Norwich 
Waterfront (2 March), London 
Forum (3), Bristol Fleece And 
Firkin (5), Portsmouth Wedgewood 
Rooms (f. 



alk (7). 


with another gentleman of this 
parish — our pithy columnist Clive 
Bell, blowing his own shakuhachi. 
See them in the raw (yuk!) at Luton 
33 Arts Centre (28 March, 01582 
419584), Southampton University 
(29,01703 784345), Colchester 
Arts Centre (30,01206 
577301), Manchester Night and 
Day Jazz Cafe (5 April), and Halifax 
Puzzle Hall (8,01422 885217). 

Colin Towns’s Mask Orchestra is 

on tour after the recent release of 
its self-titled CD for The Jazz Label. 


. The recitals are at 
i Symphony Hall (16 
March, 7.30 pm, £28.50-£5.50, 
0121 212 3333) and London 
Queen Elizabeth Hall (17,7.45 
pm, £25-£10,0171 928 8800). 
The Sinfonietta also perform Le 
Soldi Des Eaux by Pierre Boulez on 
both nights. 

Norma Winstone, the influential 



Farnham Maltings (3 March, 
01252 726234), Birmingham 
Adrian Boult Hall (4,0121 236 
3889), Manchester RNCM (5, 
0161 273 4504), Derby Guildhall 
(8,01332 255800) and 

rts Centre (9,01206 

577301). 


s Kenny Wheeler and 
John Taylor, to be released in Apri 
on ECM. Tickets for the Ronnie 
Scott’s shows are £12 (Mon- 


Thurs) and £ 14 (Fri-Sat) for non¬ 
members, and the singing starts at 
9.30 pm. Information on 0171 
434 0747. 

Liar is a new live MIDI/gadget 
ensemble formed by Stock, 

Hausen & Walkman member 
Daniel Weaver, which he describes 
as "reckless and very noisy". 
Confirm this at Nottingham Skyy 
Club (22 March) and London 
Purcell Room (25). 

Sonora, Glasgow's club for unusual 
pop and electronic music, host a 
Nice N’ Sleazy night (18 March) 
with live sets from Too Pure 
popsters Long Fin Killie and 
Sonora, and DJing by LYD (Human 
Condition) and DJ Unknown. 8.30 
pm-midnight, £2.50. Info: Richard 
on 0141 339 3322. 


°V»dio 


The White Room (Channel 
Four, Saturdays from 11 March) Ir 
the Whistle Test tradition of trying 
to encourage great live 


interspersed archive material and 
excerpts from his bold, violent 


minded, have fixed up the 
following special guests for this 
month: Autechre (1 March), 
Graham Sutton from Bark 
Psychosis/Boymerang (15), and 
Mick Hams of Scorn, Lull, you 
name it.. (29). Entry is always 
well under £5, and the club is at 
Bellamys (0115 4752501,8- 


Stir Fry, a tno (Colin Brady, Simon 
Vincent and Dave Pullin) 
attempting to bring the energy of 
d HipHop music to ' 


h: Sheffield 
The Grapes (12 March), 
Manchester Night And Day Cafe 
(14), Colchester Arts Centre (16), 
and North London Mopomoso 
(19). Info on 01603 632308. 

The Black Dog play live at 
Glasgow Winter Gardens on 5 
March along with DJ Mark Broom. 
Info on 0141 848 1674. 


David Toop & Max Eastley, Scanner 
(11 March), Disco Inferno, Machine 
For Making Sense (with Jim Denley 
and Stevie Wishart) (18), Otomo 
Yoshihide & Yamatsuka Eye, Liar 
(25). Tickets £7.50/£5; Box Office: 
0171 928 8800. 



of reviews and musings on all 
_ • ‘ SAE (or two 

IRCs from ov 
Denham Drive, Ba 
RG22 6LT. 








HIROSHIMA^ 


August 1995 is 
the fiftieth anniversary of the 
atomic bombings of Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki: 200000 people died. This 
year, the Worldwrite project aims to 
send 200000 letters from Britain 
to Japan as a mark of 
friendship. 

If you 
want to 
make sure 
there are no 

more Hiroshimas, get in touch. 

Phone Worldwrite (0171) 278 9908 


Valentin Clastrier - hurdy-gurdy 
Michael Riessler - clarinet, saxophone 
Carlo Rizzo - percussion 

Wed 29 March 

Congregational Hall, Castle Gate 


Thurs 23 March 
Rare Music Club, Bristol 
enquiries: 01-225-464-387 
Fri 24 March 

South Hill Park, Bracknell 
01-344-484-123 
Sat 25 March 

Exeter & Devon Arts Centre 
01-392-421-111 
Sun 26 March 
Arts Workshop, Newbury 
01-635-478-51 


Nottingham 
box offices: 

Victoria Centre: 01 -159-419-741 
Royal Centre: 01-159-482-626 / 525 
Fri 31 March* 

ECTARC, Llangollen 
01 -978-861-514 
Sat 1 April 

Bourne Hall, Hastings 
01-424-712-574 
Sun 2 April 

Union Chapel, London N1 
01-71-226-1686 
Support Artist BBC Young Tradition 
Award Finalist Ian Lowthian - accordion dfc 

tour co-ordinated by South Hill Park in vNftr* 


IF YOU'VE BEEN THERE, SEEN IT, DONE IT AND SENT THE POSTCARD 
....YOU OBVIOUSLY CAN'T HAVE HEARD IT. 

THE LEEDS INTERNATIONAL MUSIC 
FESTIVAL, MAY 6th-14th '95. 

HIGHLIGHTS INCLUDE: 

SUN MAY 7th m «•»» I’* 

CHAKA KHAN 

LEEDS TK 
MON MAY 8th 

NUEVA MANTECA 



AY 11th 


SUN MAY 14th 

ANDY SHEPPARD 

LEEDS T&C 


College of Music 














Baker and a host of other successful female heavyweights that Krasnow has 



mushroor 










Rapoon 

They filmed this old Chinese monk who lived alone half way up a mountain," | 
says Robin Storey, remembering some early TV footage documenting a 
performance of Chinese sacred music "He was playing a three-stringed harp 
and the song was over 3000 years old, but it was so pure and elemental that 
it seemed to contain everything around it. It was utterly stunning." 

On the recording of our phone conversation, Storey's voice, which you 
suspect is naturally reserved anyway and always pitched just above the 
listening threshold, is barely audible through the hiss of tape static. Like the 
music of that anonymous Chinese monk, the records Storey has made under 
the name Rapoon (last year's Vernal Crossing and the new Fallen Cods) can 
also sound as if they contain the various worlds that surround them. 

The voice rises out of the static again. "Things had started to fall apart 
internally.' Storey is referring to the moment in 1992 when he ceased 
working with the other members of that legendary Industrialist group 
zovieffrance:, which he had been a part of since 1980. "I'd always been 

well as sound, which wasn’t really possible In zovieffrance:." 

Hence Rapoon. On Fallen Gods, Storey takes recordings of the live 

a collection of Asian 
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^!ne Ukraine 


Ukraine is ‘The Invisible Country', where recording 

studios are built out of old KGB spying equipment and 
nationalist folk traditions mix with imported jazz punk. 

A place where music is still part of the struggle 


“Nothing had prepared us 

for this," said David Aylward. “The 
road Just stopped and became a 
wide track, like the Old North Road 
to York in 1760," This is the 
Slovakia/Ukraine border, and Baby Trio, a self-styled post-jazz punk band 
from South London, had reached it after driving from the UK via Germany 
and Hungary, with a few gigs on the way. They were trying to reach Lutsk 
a few hundred kilometres away by evening, where they were due to play, 
as were myself and Australian flute player Jim Denley, as part of the 
Festival Oberig, but they could manage no more than a crawl as oxen 
carts, lorries and people dotted the highway. ‘Like a moving Breughel 
picture," as Aylward described it 

Ten hours later, the group (Aylward, Paul Hood, Thomas Scott and 
guest guitarist Tyrone, together with photographer Adrian Harris and film 
maker Nigel Smith) made it to Lutsk's puppet theatre where Festival 


Oberig 1994 was underway. 

'Oberig' means 'talisman' in Ukrainian: the promise of magical 
protection, originally against the occupying Soviet regime, now perhaps 
necessary against the raids of global culture. The festival was set up in 
1989, two years before Ukraine's independence, when nationalist 
feelings were gathering force. It brought together mainly amateur singers 
who had often previously only sung in bars, often disguising their songs’ 
meaning for the benefit of the Thought Police' in the corner. Even singing 
in Ukrainian still has an enormous power in a country where Czar Nicholas 
banned the language altogether and Ukrainian literature has been 
suppressed or ignored for centuries. 

Oberig still carries a political edge as the only festival dedicated to 
Ukrainian traditional song and a truly catholic range of participants: 
students, academics, budding nationalist writers and politicians, software 
engineers, a leader of the boy scout movement—and us! 

Jim Denley and I reached Lutsk ahead of Baby Trio. It was worth it — 
it's not often that a festival organiser toasts you with peppered vodka. 
(After the second, we had to make our excuses — we wanted to be sober 
at least for the soundcheck) But even with vodka in our veins we'd admit 
to a few nerves We'd been warned by Yuri Kurillowski — our original 


This was a carnival and no mistake. 

The Ukrainians call them ‘author songs': they're written by the singer 
(which until recently took a lot of courage to admit). Some are bland, 
others meltingly beautiful. There’s nothing exotic in the harmonies or 
rhythms but you still can't get your bearings ancient instruments (the 
kobza or lute), traditional forms (an amazing declaiming poet) jostle with 
pop songs sung to backing tracks. A live folk tradition mixing it with the 
global media: as Svetlana Pirkalo, the festival's youngest singer, later put it 
“We're closer to America than to Russia." 

The words too can shock Often, they seem set in a distant rural past 
but sometimes the horrific legacy of the Soviet system comes through. A 
simple song about Noah setting sail in his ark and regretting the loved 
ones left behind, takes on an appalling resonance in the wake of the 
Chernobyl disaster. One singer, Igor Zhuk, told Jim and I how just after the 
explosion he and a few others had sung day after day within the danger 
zone to prove to those condemned to clear the fallout that they weren't 
entirely alone. 

Lutsk has a beautiful old castle where you can walk along the walls and 
play the ancient handbell collection. An archaeological dig is underway in 
its central courtyard, and in some rooms there's a show of contemporary 


contact in Lutsk — that no one (apart from him) had heard our type of 
improvised music before. Yuri is worth a story to himself — an avant 
garde sax player who runs a recording studio at Radio Lutsk constructed 
out of old KGB spying equipment and who has collected 10,000 records 
over the years entirely by post through his musical contacts around the 

Jim and I were due on after a whole evening of short traditional songs 
— a competition atmosphere similar to the Eurovision Song Contest, 


Ukrainian art a bizarre mix of past and present that sums up Ukraine's 
almost unimaginable position as a European country the size of France 
with a population almost as large as the UK's, yet still virtually unknown in 
the shadow of Russia's imperial past 'The Invisible Country', writer Yuri 
Pokalchuk has called it A country visibly 'in the frame' alongside the rest 
of Europe in global media terms, but still trying to convince the world that 
it actually exists. A place where music is definitely part of the struggle. 
NICK COULDRY 



JOSEPH 


LANZA 
















Has David S Ware discovered 
the holy grail of black free jazz? 


One of David S Ware’s two new albums is entitled 

Cryptology, which he defines as "the study of coded, hidden language.” 
The other is called Earthquation, which hints at both the quizzical study 
and devastating elemental power which this 45 year old saxophonist 
brings to the shadowlands of free jazz. Of his musical language he says, 
"I have never perceived this music as being angry. As a teenager, 
listening to [John] Coltrane and [Sonny] Rollins and these people, it 
solidified in me that music was a vehicle, to try to reach something that 
was a little bit beyond this five-senses, everyday awareness. It was a 
vehicle for transcending, man, for trying to reach a place where you 
could have a clearer view of your everyday reality so you could put the 
world in a proper perspective. 

“I feel that music carries a message, it’s not just 'oh yeah, that’s nice.' 
The message that it carries is one of 180 degrees... The only way to pay 
attention to [the music] and really hear it is to just stop in your tracks. The 
music is like [the listeners'] gateway to themselves, their own being.” 

music under his own name since the mid-80s. Records such as 
Passage To Husk and The Great Bliss Volumes One 8 Two (Silkheart), 
Might Of I and Third Ear Recitation (DIW) and now Earthquation (also 
DIW) and Cryptology (Homestead), contain some of the most intense 
and exhilarating music to be released under the banner of black free 
jazz in years. Ware's playing seems to plug effortlessly into the major 
tributaries that feed the contemporary free jazz pool: the quasi- 
mystical/Sci-fi echoes of Coltrane, Albert Ayler and Pharoah Sanders; 
the virtuosic rhapsodies of Rollins and David Murray; and the primitive 
blues holler of Roland Kirk. As Richard Cook and Brian Morton 
observed in The Penguin Guide To Jazz, "He touches on mysterious 
harmonies with an almost ritual intensity and detachment." Certainly, 
among his contemporaries perhaps only Charles Gayle has done more 
to sustain the notion of free jazz as a still valid and viable means of 
expression. 

Before his solo career, Ware was most noted for working in Cecil 
Taylor’s group for a year and a half in 1976-77 (as heard on the Enja 
recording Dark To Themselves). What he got out of his time with Taylor 
has had a continuing influence on his music. "That music that he was 
writing was meant to be dealt with, was meant as a vehicle for your 
improvisation, to set up certain things. You build upon what’s written, 
which I didn't do at the time. What I did was basically just skim over the 


top of his music. I was not really getting involved in the compositions. I 
was young, and my energies were such that I just wanted to blow. That's 
the great lesson I learned with Cecil, about written music, things about 
form, things about distinction and how to play music and vary it as you 
go: an intelligent approach to improvisation." 

Ware now says, "Everything comes from the melody. The harmony and 
rhythm are right there in the melody. I'm starting to move deeper into 
multiple melodies. On Cryptology, for example, "Panoramic" is a 
composition of seven or eight melodies. This playing of multiple melodies, 
jumping from one melody to the next and having that against other 
melodies, creates something that moves differently. When you write 
something down and then play it, you’re using a different part of your 
nervous system than if you were just to pick up your instrument and play.” 

(currently pianist Matt Shipp, bassist William Parker and drummer Whit 
Dickey) with a high degree of rehearsal and interaction. "Let’s say 
there’s a set of music in front of you and you don’t really like it, or the 
way that it falls on your instrument is not comfortable to you. What I say 
to that is, approach the music as a problem to be solved. You've gotta 
be intelligent enough, intuitive enough, sensitive enough, musical 
enough, creative enough to find a way to play. Say you feel restricted. I 
want the restriction. That makes it more interesting. That means you're 
gonna come up with something to overcome the restriction. The only 
way is, you've got to know it well enough, internalise it, that you don't 
have to think about what comes next and all of that basic stuff. Get 
down to it You’ve got to develop an intimate relationship with the music 
to really deal with It like its supposed to be dealt with." 

Ware wants people to know about a documentary film made about 
him last year by Dutch filmmaker Coco Schrijber, the 25 minute In 
Motion, which can be seen in Europe now. "I have been lucky enough, 
come far enough, for someone to see fit to ask me questions about my 
life, my experiences. Most of the film was done with me driving a cab 
around Manhattan [his rent-paying job since 1981 ] at night time. The 
crew was in the cab with me, the cameraman, the soundman, the 
director. It’s an encapsulation of your development in half an hour. It 
was something like a test" STEVE HOLTJE 

Earthquation is out now on DIW Ithrough Harmonia Mundi). Cryptology 
will be released on 28 February by Homestead Ithrough Southern) 
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methodology, Craig is not interested in being "the same as I was six 
years ago. It’s boring to me and it's boring to other people. I'd rather 
do stuff that’s going to make it interesting for me to work on music. 
It's more of a challenge than to say I am going to go in and make a 
track that is just an improved version of an earlier track." 

When you look at Craig's roots his eclectic route to success makes 
more sense. Sure, Kraftwerk and (fellow Detroitians) Parliament were 
a big influence, but Craig played guitar all the way through High 
Frorn the ashes rises the phoenix. The City of School. Being from Detroit you might think that P-Funketeer Eddie 


sticking with the analogy, Techno co 
recordings released by Derrick Maj 


a metropolis in ashes 
be viewed as its phoenix. The 
lan Atkins and certain others truth. 

of the principal launchpads for Techno’s passage from mi 
science to one of the principal currencies of world 
certainly little else has emerged to alter the outsider’s vii 
as a paradigm of industrial decay and ennui). 

Compared to Nay and Atkins, Carl Craig is something 
figure,. 


How Carl Craig is creating his own 
planet of sound in Detroit 


reach a wider audience with the release of his 69 project on the 
Belgian R&S label, the Ministry Of Sound 12” "Throw”, and his remix 
of Tori Amos's "God”. Now he’s about to shift gear with remixes for The 
Orb and Yello, and his debut album Land Cruising is about to be 
released via WEA’s bianco y negro subsidiary. 

’It’s a record for driving. A lot of the feelings I’ve been getting 
recently have been from me driving around. I don't want to say that 
it's any type of soundtrack to Detroit, but I did do it with the intention 
for it to be a soundtrack. A soundtrack for your life, or hanging out 
with your boys, or your girlfriend. It’s really not a dance record, even 
though things are up-tempo. There’s an experimental aspect to It, 
even though it isn’t experimental, in the way that many people feel is 


sound lab. 

Craig has also being playing live a lot recently, though he's "not very 
happy with the fact I am always having to perform on my own. I would 
like to one day have a group. Kinda like how The Blues Brothers put 
that band together. I don’t want a horn section and guitars and all that 
but I’d like to have some type of experimental group with 
percussionists or people with sitars or harps or whatever. I wouldn't 
want to go very symphonic though. I’d rather have it be strange,” 
GAHALL AWAD 

Elements Of And Experiments With Sound is out now on Planet £ 
Land Cruising is out later this month on bianco y negro 


that's got to have all kinds of bleeps and bloops. All kinds of crazy 
sounds and not many drums in it. I think experimental is something 
that’s a bit different from what you’ve done before or what anybody 

New directions aren’t uncommon to Craig. In the tightly-delineated 
world of ’Intelligent’ Techno, he's built a reputation as a musician with 
a constantly shifting and unpredictable agenda. Clear in his 











Later this month, a series of 
concerts on London's South Bank 
will underline the way musicians are using new 
technologies to confront the dislocating shifts and 

schisms of our terminal cultures. 
Rob Young profiles the major 
protagonists: David Toop 
& MaxEastley, 

Disco Inferno and 
Otomo Yoshihide & 
Yamatsuka Eye 















emotive performer by pushing his screaming, wracked delivery way 
beyond the point where any feeling or idea can be communicated or 
understood. Disco Inferno, alone among an endless parade of guitar- 
centred groups, use their guitar/bass/drums set up as a gateway to a far 
wider sound resource, by jacking all instruments directly in to samplers 
and sequencers with ‘non-musical’ sounds encoded within. 

But the highlight of the three concerts must be the Toop/Eastley 
performance, because their alignment of environmental sound- 
sculpture and electronically-sourced music simultaneously finds a new 
intersection point for artistic and scientific methods, while providing a 
powerful lever into the subconscious. 

Apart from isolated performances and a recent tour of Japan, their 
music has remained in abeyance since their New And Rediscovered 
Instruments album for Eno's Obscure label 20 years ago. If the history 
of 20th century art — and particularly music — has represented a 
■groping towards intangibility - , as David Toop puts it, this is a new 
flowering of ideas that began but were interrupted at the budding of the 
century. ’Of all artforms, music is the one that was able to prophesy 
what was going to happen in the world,' Toop says. 'Since 1890, when 
people were talking about doing performances with perfume, there's 
been that same fascination with insubstantiality, magic, anthropology, 
ritual: fictional science rather than science fiction. People who are 50 
per cent travellers, explorers of imaginary worlds — which music 
presupposes anyway.” 

Perhaps for the same reason that in the last couple of years, the 


A sample of the ideas that have recently 

established new points of presence amid the otherwise indelible 
cartography of modern music will be on show during this month's New 
Auras triplet of concerts, the third instalment of the Out There A Minute 
season at London's South Bank. 

The choice of artists — headliners David Toop and Max Eastley, 
Disco Inferno, and, from Japan, Otomo Yoshihide with Yamatsuka Eye, 
with support from Scanner and Australia's Machines For Making Sense 



All the featured artists are engaged, 
more or less consciously, In a search for a conditional tense in music: a 
voice that always eludes the straight present or perfect. Otomo 
Yoshihide’s macrocosmic, single-idea turntable exploits each carrying 
the seed of its own destruction, are far from the seamless flow of music 
and rhythm created by most current twin-decks operators; 
simultaneously, 'vocalizer' Yamatsuka Eye derides the notion of the 


ist environments to hear music have been those which are not 
dusively geared towards conventional live performance — Ambient 
tening spaces such London's Big Chill, where Max Eastley has 
tolled some of his sculptures — Toop and Eastley's Buried Dreams 
jsic (found on last year's CD for Mike Barnett's Beyond label) is 
w aura: it is not a music you can sink into, or 


travelogue We each visualised - not 
quite a storyboard, but more like a 
visual for a film. So it's kind of like a 
for the ear. it's no accident that 
Jaron Lanier [the Virtual Reality 
pioneer] was originally a musician.' 

For his part, Max Eastley's 
contribution to the CD (other than as a 
provider of artwork — see the images 
opposite) is difficult to pinpoint without 
being able to see the devices that 
created the sounds, and his role in 
attending to them. He speaks of 
'cultivating' music, nurturing the 
sculptures as they generate noise and 
f projecting a performance outward. It's 
itself is the performer, and the musician another 
component at its service. Which sums up the overall thrust of New 
Auras, Be there, then — for the South Bank illuminations. 


For full details of this month's New Auras concerts, see Sounding Off 









Allen Ginsberg is the Beat generation’s most enduring 
poet. A new col lection of recordings underlines his work as a 



holy. 


col laborator with Bob Dylan, The Clash and 
Alice Coltrane. Interview by Linton Chiswick. 


modal 




“My subject is America, my lineage the tradition 

from about 1905 on — Pound, Williams and others. Trying to find some 
measure for the verse line reflecting the cadences of American English 
pronunciation and breath, and their connection with emotion. I'm also 
interested in the America of On The Road, or the 'megalopolis’ — the 
20th century idealistic vision gone mad. I grew up in an old factory town 
with red brick mills and a river that was polluted — Patterson, New Jersey 
— and Williams used to write about Patterson. I once went with Williams 
to look at my old playground by the river. That's my background." 

At 68, Allen Ginsberg is possibly America's greatest living poet, and 
certainly one of the country’s most influential contemporary artists. His 
long, winding career, which began in the late 40s with an almost ten year 
unpublished professional apprenticeship, has encompassed readings and 
recordings across the world, photographic exhibitions, a profound 
involvement with America's Buddhist community and a series of high- 
profile political demonstrations (he was tear-gassed while chanting "Om" 
during the riots that engulfed the Democratic Party Convention in 
Chicago in 1968, only to chant it again to the judge and jury at the 
notorious Anti-War Conspiracy Trial a year later). Literary history places 
him among the group of experimental writers/poets who in the 50s 
became collectively known as 'The Beat Generation’. As agent for both 
Jack Kerouac's seminal On The Road and William Burroughs's Junky, 
Ginsberg was a key figure in the history of the movement, and his own 
lively and spontaneous work continues the Beat ethos. 

Recently, Ginsberg sanctioned the release of a four CD box set, Holy 
Soul Jelly Roll: Poems And Songs 1949-1993. Five years and a lifetime in 
the making, it is a fascinating and historically resonant archive tour 
concentrating on Ginsberg as vocalist — dynamic orator of poetry and 
unconventional singer of songs - on recordings both live and from the 
studio. Among the wealth of (often previously unissued) material, the set 
contains the first ever complete public reading of the controversial, 
ground-breaking masterpiece Howl: collaborations with Bob Dylan, The 
Clash, Don Cherry, Elvin Jones, Bill Frisell, Marc Ribot and others; and 
early recordings made in Beat icon Neil Cassady's own apartment, as the 
movement itself was just finding its common voice. 

When did Ginsberg begin to suspect that this recorded material, along 
with the mass of letters, photographs and journals that he recently sold 
to Stamford University, was going to bear a cultural and historical 
Importance beyond any personal, sentimental value? 

"I think I maybe began to realise that in the mid-50s or so, maybe 
earlier," he says on the phone from his home in New York "Because, 
after all, I was Burroughs's agent for Junky in 1950/51, and was taking 
On The Road around to publishers in 51/52, and I was aware that there 


was a literary value to Bill and Jack’s writing. I didn’t think as much of my 
own as I did theirs. But I had saved most of my correspondence from 45 
on, if you look at some of the Burroughs letters — I kept all the letters I 
got from Kerouac and Burroughs and many other people. With some 
awareness that they were valuable. I didn’t want to throw them away 
anyway, they were so eloquent and funny." 

‘Holy the groaning saxophone! Holy the bop apocalypse! Holy 

thejazzband marijuana hipsters peace peyote pipes 5 drums'" 

— from the footnote to Howl 

From "A Mad Gleam", recorded in 1949 in Beat 

writer John Clellon Holmes's apartment and accompanied by a frenzied, 
frenetic background of original bebop being broadcast on Symphony 
Sid's radio show, to the witty, improvised reworkings of "When The Saints 
Go Marching In", captured in Neil Cassady's home on the West Coast in 
1954, the early recordings on Holy Soul reflect the exuberance, 
excitement and informality that were such a part of the early days of the 
Beat movement. Until recently, Ginsberg had no idea that the recording 
of his Berkeley Howl reading of 1956 still existed. Brilliant, climactic and 
sweeping, the reading puts the poem into context, as an excitable 
audience is gradually hushed by the text's new, intense momentum. 

“There was kind of a raucousness. The crowd had anticipated a big, 
good-time poetry reading, because Whalen, McClure, Snyder and 
Rexroth were all there, so people were a little out of hand at first That 
was what led me to say... 'Come on, I don't want all this... hipstatic’. It 
took me a long time to get the phrase — you know... too knowing, too 
hip. I'm hesitant, I don’t want to insult the audience or come on funny, 
but at the same time they're not listening. Finally, once I get into the 

people begin settling down and realising the serious side, that this isn't 
another bongo party or something. It was interesting, that's why we 
decided to include all the audience reaction at the beginning. I was 
almost against including it because it is so embarrassing. 

In 1959, three years after the death of his mother, whose mental 
health had been deteriorating for a long time, Ginsberg wrote Kaddish 
in a single, B6 hour sitting, his perception balanced delicately on a mild 
concoction of methamphetamine, morphine, coffee and LSD. Possibly 
his greatest poem, and certainly his most subtly musical in its entrancing 
ebb and flow, it is a long lament for his mother, written and titled after 
the traditional Jewish mourning prayer. Interestingly, Ginsberg explains 
in the accompanying notes that he had been listening to the music of 
Ray Charles a few days before, and later came to recognise the 
association between the singer's “near-Aramaic cantillation" and the 
Hebrew tradition at the poem's core. The 1964 live reading takes up 
almost the entire second CD of Holy Soul and represents one of only a 
handful of occasions on which Ginsberg has read out the entire poem. 
Over an hour long, it Is an intensely moving experience, profound and 
immutable in its honesty. 

The multiple intolerances (racial, social, cultural) sustained by middle 
America during this period provided the background not only for Naomi 
Ginsberg's madness, but a national paranoia, as the country's ultra- 
conservativism denied a whole host of basic human truths, and sparked 
a rebellion in the arts. 

“The thing about that period was more the dullness of perception, the 
stereotyping of human nature. There was an advertisement that was 
common, of a very distinguished, British looking man, thin with a 
moustache, you know he might have been from MI6 or the CIA, in a 
library raising a glass of Scotch — it was called the 'man of distinction', 
and it summed up the American dream — but at the same time there 




Working with Dyla.ll 


and I think I fucked it up. 


besides the Action of the public consciousness. Also, Kinsey was doing his 
reports and saying that not everybody was a virgin until they got married, 
but actually they were fucking all over the place. And that was news!' 

'/ heard the Angel King's voice, a bodiless tunelul teenager, 

Eternal in my own heart." 

In 1948, Ginsberg heard the voice of William 

Blake, in what has been variously described as a vision, a visitation or a 
hallucination. 20 years later, returning from Chicago and the heated and 
vicious riots that had accompanied the Democratic Convention, he heard 
*a little angel's voice’ singing, "But vain the sword and vain the bow, they 
never can work war's overthrow’ (lines from Blake's "The Grey Monk"). It 
was an elegant comment on the thwarted politics of Chicago, and the 
experience that led to the series of Blake recordings that figure 
prominently on Holy Soul Jelly Roll. 

Following this epiphanic experience, Ginsberg began working on 
melodies for Blake’s Songs Of Innocence and Songs Of Experience, 
composing within one chord (and discovering a second along the way) On 
an old parlour pump organ, and recording them on a small tape recorder 
because he didn’t know musical notation. Ginsberg gathered musicians — 
including bassist Flerman Wright, French hom player Julius Watkins and 
pianist Bob Dorough — on the advice of friend and neighbour Charles 
Mingus and began recording in 1969 — material that would be released 
the following year on Verve. The earliest Blake recordings lack the 
confidence and intonation that Ginsberg later developed In his singing, but 


about Nicaragua and the Sandinlstas. The idea of delivering a political 
speech to a packed room of the pissed and pogoing didn’t exactly appeal, 
but Ginsberg had some months before written a quasi-punk song and 
introduced it to the band. Fie would later collaborate further with The Clash, 

those frozen moments in history that makes Holy Soul so alluring. 

"It was probably the first time that night that they understood all the 
words. And their response was great. But it was all an accident Later, on 
the Combat Rock album, Strummer said, 'Oh hello, you're the greatest 
poet in the world. Can you have a look at these lyrics and see if you can 
improve them?' So I worked on "Ghetto Defendant" and "Car Jamming’ 
and ’Death Is A Star". I hung about with them for about a week in the 
Electric Ladyland studio, Jimi Hendrix's old studio right in the Village." 

Allen Ginsberg remains as busy as he has ever 

been. Enjoying the growth of interest in poetry that is evident in the 
current swell of spoken word CDs and venues, he last year released 
Cosmopolitan Greeting, a new collection of poetry written between 
1986 and 92. There is a journal due for publication this year, and he is 
currently working on a Selected Poems collecAon, which he has been 
asked to read over five nights at New York’s Knitting Factory. Holy Soul 
Jelly Roll even now probably represent just a proportion of the available 
recordings and films of Ginsberg In action, but the nature of the 
collection, its span and eclecticism, saves as an enthralling gateway into 
Ginsberg's still valid methodology. 

Holy Soul Jelly Roll is out now on Rhino (through Pinnacle Import! 








Improvised 

Music Touring 1995/96 

■ Applications are invited from small scale 
improvising groups who wish to undertake a 
tour of England. This scheme is intended to 
assist “free” improvisers and improvisers in a 
variety of musical forms, such as non-Westem 
traditions, folk, etc. 

■ For an application form, please send a 
stamped self-addressed envelope to Rajan 
Hooper — Music Officer, Music Department, 
Arts Council of England, 14 Great Peter Street, 
London SW1P 3NQ. 

■ Closing date: Friday 31 March 1995 by 5pm 

The Arts Council has an equal opportunities 
policy and warmly welcomes applications 
from all sections of the community. 
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Philips Classics presents^ 

REINBERT DE LEEyW 

and the 

SCHONBERG ENSEMBLE 

IN A MAJOR NEW SERIES OF 20TH CENTURY MUSIC 


, . CD 442 531-2 

GUBAIDULINA: 

Jetzt immer Schnee; Perception 
Stella Kleindienst/Siegfried Lorenz/Leonid Stasov 
Netherlands Chamber Choir 
First release on CD 


USTVOLSKAYA: 
Composition I “Dona nobis pacem” 
Composition II “Dies irae” 
Composition III “Benedictus qui venit” 
A haunting and spiritual instrumental mass 


MASTERPIECES FOR OUR TIME 


























When Blast First brought its Disobey club to New 

York's Knitting Factory for two nights in January, each evening started 
with a set by resident Disobey DJ Bruce Gilbert (Wire, Dome), his 
environmental soundbath foregoing any semblance of a beat. The first 

electronics label Sahko (including 0's Mika Vainio and label founder 
Tommi Gronlund). Throughout, this sombre collective looked fixedly 


a wide variety of timbres from a piece of sheet metal, using metal bars, 
a smashed concrete block and a hammer, like a manically focused 
Social Realist poster. The sullenly handsome Brotzmann moved from 
abstract, delicate feedback and twangs on the springs in the back of his 
guitar to a mutant riff to a feedback maelstrom that sounded like an 
excessive moment 15 minutes into a Spinal Tap solo. Gilbert followed 
their feedback with more of the same, though he disavowed any intent 









The Wire's thumbnail guide to 
the shadowy 70s world of concept 
albums, twin-neck guitars, 
mellotrons, frightening virtuosity 
and terrifying hairstyles 


part one 


riser). Keyboards were where Prog D is for Barclay James Harvest 
groups really distinguished A worrying number of Prog 

themselves, however. First and 
foremost was the mellotron, 
internally an ungainly Heath 
Robinson-like contraption of keys 
rocking tape heads and whirring 
lengths of tape which attempted I 


prog 

rock 







weren't enough to accommodate 
all that classical training and 
bulwark virtuosity. So Prog groups 
didn't write songs, they composed 
single epic sagas that lasted at least 
the length of time it took to play 
the two sides of a vinyl LP (or in the 
case of Yes's Tales From 
Topographic Oceans, four sides of 
vinyl). From the nutty 
megalomaniacal visions which 
drove Christian Vandeds Magma 
(see part two) all the way down 
(and it was a long way) to Camel’s 
The Snow Goose (based on a novel 
by Paul Gallico, who later had the 
good sense to sue the group for 
breach of copyright, not to mention 
good taste), the Concept Album 
was the sound of rock'n'roll 
turning into an offshoot of the 
public library service. 

C is also for Canterbury, the 
cathedral town in Kent which at one 
time was the birthplace/residence of 
Robert Wyatt, Mike Ratledge, Hugh 
Hopper, David Sinclair, Kevin Ayers, 
Daevid Allen, etc, and which lent its 


name to a whole sub-stratum of UK 
Prog ('The Canterbury Scene’ — 
characterised by a mix of late 
psychedelia, free jazz 
experimentation and touches of 
English whimsy out of Edward Lear 
and CS Lewis) which these 
musicians would establish in such 
groups as Soft Machine, Caravan, 
Matching Mole, Egg, Hatfield & The 
North, National Health,etc,etc. .. 

d is for Roger Dean 

Most Prog groups were too ugly for 
record companies to agree to 
putting their faces on album 
sleeves, so an alternative was called 
for. Step forward Roger Dean, 
airbrush at the ready. In the early 

define Prog imagery: a quasi-hippy 
mix of sub-Tolkien myths and 
legends, bogus dreams of Ye Olde 
Albion, and post-atM? New World 
Sci-fi utopias. His most famous 
sleeves (invariably reproduced 




player Keith Emerson, who put in 
his pitch for the Wild Man Of Rock 
award by simulating the rape 


of his keyboard stack and by 
sticking swords down between the 
keys of a Hammond organ or 
throwing daggers into it (Freudian 
psychoanalysts would have had a 


not be forgotten that in 1975, 
Greg Lake blew all his Prog 
credentials by releasing a solo 
novelty hit single, ‘I Believe In 
Father Christmas". 

E is also for Egg. Half-forgotten 
Canterbury Scene group that 
included Steve Hillage (see below) 


Mahavishnu's Visions Of The 
Emerald Beyond and Chick Corea’s 
Romantic Warrior are Prog albums 
in all but name. 

F is also for Focus, the Dutch 
Prog quartet best remembered 
today for flautist Thijs Van Leer's 
amazing wraparound sideburns and 
two 1973 freak hit singles: "Sylvia" 
and “Hocus Pocus". In the mid-80s, 
the group's guitarist Jan 
Akkermann, like many original Prog 
rockers, revived his dead-in-the- 
water career by signing to the 
Californian Windham Hill label and 
reinventing himself as a child of 



i 

1 

i 


and keyboard player Dave Stewart, ff 
They were originally called Uriel, 
until someone pointed out that the 


f ,s for fusion 

Prog was the white, male, European 
bourgeois headtrip of all time (until 
Ambient and New Age came along, 
anyway), but it had its parallels In 
other areas, particularly in the 
fusions of jazz, rock and avant garde 
experimentation that characterised 


the groups formed by the musicians 
who had worked with Miles Davis 
circa In A Stent Way and Bitches 
Brew, eg Weather Report, John 
McLaughlin's Mahavishnu 
Orchestra, Tony Williams Lifetime, 
Chick Corea's Return To Forever. In 
the music of these groups, the 
barriers between Prog, fusion and 
jazzjpck start to break down. 
Certainly, via their mix of 



g high-art classical pretensions and 

1 pseudo-mysticism, records like 


While the rest of the group made 
their way back to that burgeoning 
Prog mecca, Canterbury, Allen went 


the few Prog rockers who have 
been able to enter the 90s with 
some level of credibility. But how? 
Fripp and Gabriel we can just about 
understand (Fripp once made a 
record with Brian Eno and Gabriel is 
sexy because of his multimedia 
associations), but Hillage? Wasn't he 
the model for Neil in The Young 
Ones? The original drippy, 'Hullo 
clouds, hullo sky' hippy, with a tea 
cosy on his head and the most 
blissed-out guitar style ever? Once 
again, we must blame Alex 
Paterson. It was Paterson who 
started playing Hillage's Rainbow 
Dome Musik at Land Of Oz at 
Heaven in the late 80s to an elite 



crowd of early Ambient boys 'n‘ 
babes, thus paving the way for the 
guitarist to collaborate with The 
Orb on their "Blue Room* opus and 
with ex-Killing Joke member Youth 
in System 7 (which also included 
Hillage’s ex-Gong partner and 
Moog player Miquette Giraudy). As 
a consequence, Hillage is now 
revered as one of the founding 
fathers of the Big Chill generation. 

His also for Bo Hanson, a 
Swedish organist who made explicit 
Prog's debt to the collected works 
of JRR Tolkien by recording a 
Concept Album based on Lord Of 
The Rings. 

i is for Italy 

Prog is usually spoken of as a UK 
phenomenon. But during the 
early/mid-70s, Italy, France and 
Germany spewed forth an amazing 
number of incredibly obscure Prog 
groups, most of which are only 
remembered today via the small 
ads pages of Record Collector. The 
French groups were the most 
pompous (see later entry on 
Magma), the Germans were the 
most knowing and ironic (see 
Krautrock), but the Italians had the 
best names: The New Trolls, Edgar 

Sensations Fix, Planetarium, I 
Flashmen, Alphataurus, Antonius 
Rex.. The most famous Italian 
Prog group was PFM who were 
briefly signed to ELP's Manticore 
label and hired King Crimson's 
lyricist Pete Sinfield in an attempt 
to make their Impenetrable 
'classical rock 1 more 'international'. 
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n King Crimson secured a 
spot on The Rolling Stones’ 1969 
free concert in Hyde Park, they 
stunned the 650,000-strong 


else?) The Orb, and taken his place 
alongside Peter Gabriel, David 
Byrne, Laurie Anderson and Brian 
Eno as one of the icons of rock 'n' 
roll's chattering classes. 

K is also for Krautrock (see The 
Wire 130/131). 


Most UK Prog musicians had 
served time in60sR&Band 
psychedelia. Prog was born out of 
their desire to expand the 
perceived moribund genre 
restrictions of these musics onto a 
wider canvas. By the early 70s, 
this ’progressive’ impulse had 
spread to infect both US jazzers 
(see fusion) and even American 
based Latin musicians. During this 
period, Eddie Palmieri, Airto 
Moreira and, particularly, Carlos 
Santana produced albums that, 
again, were Prog in all but name 
— grafting jazz, rock and classical 
elements onto the salsa/samba 
rhythmic base. What distinguished 
records like Palmieri's The Sun Of 
Latin Music and Airto’s Identity was 
their rhythmic sophistication and 
emphasis on collective as much as 
individual virtuosity. Santana's 
triple live album Lotus had less to 


recommend it, perhaps. 

L is also for Jon Lord, Deep 
Purple’s keyboard player who 
oversaw the 1970 recording of 
Concerto For Rock Group And 
Orchestra, a collaboration between 
Deep Purple and The Royal 
Philharmonic Like Lord’s later 
Gemini Suite, it wasn't strictly 
progressive, but its ludicrous sense of 


Dandelion, Charisma, RCA Neon, 
EMI Harvest, Vertigo, Virgin, 
Manticore... In the early 70s, if 
your album wasn’t released on one 
of these, it wasn’t Prog... □ 


Coming next month in part two: 
Magma, Pink Floyd, Rock In 
Opposition, Soft Machine, Van Der 
Graaf Generator, Rick Wakeman, 
Yes, Frank Zappa and more.. 


Special thanks to Trevor 
Mainwaring, Simon Hopkins, Paul 
Schutze and Chris Blackford, 











































Meet Joseph Lanza, hood 
Muzak guru and prophet 
of 90s Elevator Music 


book was his hymn to homogenised beauty. 

"You can look at this kind of music ironically," Lanza muses, 'but then 
the whole thought of people sitting around listening to music coming 
out of a speaker is funny anyway.” People who poke fun at Muzak fail to 
see that all music is already on the way to being Muzak, he suggests. 
"It’s an honest reflection of the way people hear music... Nowadays 
people are buying a CD of Bach because they want to put it on either 
for a classy party, or to mop their floor by” REM and Dire Straits are 
Ambient music for driving. Aphex Twin is 'Muzak for people who are 
accustomed to rock.” Seattle even produces its own ‘Grunge Lite'. 

Quite apart from the fact that he can't stop playing Ray Conniff, 
Lanza believes that Muzak has brought music into the 20th century, 
kept it in touch With technology. ”As technology takes us further and 
further away from original sources, so-called presence is less and less 


swing. The whole rationale is to supply a constant controlled stimulus, 
avoiding the extremes of excitement and drowsiness. 

I suggest to Lanza that the Muzak project has found its historical 
fulfilment in Prozac Prozac is Muzak wired straight into the metabolism. 
■In the 60 years of Muzaks existence, there’s been no proof that Muzak 
kills people, or gives them cancer,” he laughs, but agrees that "they're 
trying to do similar things, they're trying to keep moods level — not too 
many lows, not too many highs.., You have to have some kind of a 
level mood, some kind of a homogenous basis in order to get along” 

Lanza is well aware that Muzak could have been piped straight out of 
the music plants in Brave New World. But he is adamant that all music is 
propaganda, all music is mood control. Melody, at least, offers a canned 
utopia. 'Utopias by nature can be dystopian, because people cringe at 
the idea of a perfect society.” Just as they cringe at the cabled 


relevant.” What is relevant is music as a kind of amniotic fluid — syrupy 
strings, the sounds of the rainforest the looping undulations of Ambient. 

Muzak is the perfect sonic insulation against the roar of modernity. It 
was Installed in the White House during the Eisenhower years, and 
requested by astronauts on moon journeys. When a B-25 bomber 
crashed into the 79th floor of the Empire State Building, canned music 
continued to soothe the spectators with soft waltzing tones while flames 
shot up the elevator shaft. 

'Our emotions never quite keep up with the technological changes 
around us," Lanza feels. As the world is drained of affect, Muzak 
provides a back up of ersatz sentiment — a fortifying emotional gloss of 


perfection of Muzak — the closest we can get to the sound of heaven 
in ail its gaudy sentimental necessity. 

For David Byrne, heaven was a place where nothing ever happened; 
for David Lynch it was a song simpered by 'The Lady In The Radiator', a 
bashful freak. You can't blame Lanza for looking elsewhere. Ray 
Conniffs sumptuous arrangement of "I'd Like To Teach The World To 
Sing” conjures up a bouncing candy heaven where 20th century 
cherubs gambol on the gentle slopes of their efficiency curves. 

"Angels dancing misty clouds, a thousand harps and a thousand violins 
— you can see how funny it is that people have surrounded themselves 
with these very heightened versions of paradise, while they're living in 



squalor. But the fact is that it is heaven. And ifs something that people 
really do want. Whether they consider heaven as Mantovani in the 
background, or The Future Sound Of London." MATT FFYTCHE 


the magic of Muzak while In transit at Orly airport on a high school trip. 
It was his first time away from home. 


Elevator Music is published in the UK by Quartet 
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Tricky's debut 
album Maxinquaye is 
the most feted, discussed and misunderstood record of the 


black 

ecret 

ology 


5 


moment. Ian Penman steps back from the media feeding 
frenzy to consider a music that wreaks havoc with our 


notions of sex, soul and technology 


'Machine technology is a type of transformation.' 

— Martin Heidegger 

'May I land my kinky machine?’ — Jimi Hendrix 

Paul Gilroy prefaces his essay "Black Music And 

The Politics Of Authenticity" with a quote from Kool G Rap: "My 
nationality is reality." Gilroy goes on to speak of a (black) culture 
■anchored in a continued proximity to the unspeakable terrors of the 
slave experience." In the 70s/80s, Bob Marley, say, could sing a song 
like "Slave Driver' — and all his songs of Redemption, Freedom, 
Liberation — and it could still resonate for a generation near enough to 
their own (or their parents’) experience of displacement for it to register 
a certain knottiness. A lot has happened since then (all too little of it 
picked up by the critical media) but if you wanted to sum up the 
seachange — between the anchored Then and the splintered Now — 
that quotation would have to read: TECHNOLOGY IS MY REALITY. 

Forget the centre: the margins are where the signals are coming 
from. Everything is velocity and disappearance and mutation. And so, if 
here I set up such oppositions as Marley vs Dub, Concrete Jungle versus 
„ Jungle plastique, renewable technology versus ossified pop worship, it is 
1 not some infernal plan to do away with the Human (the spirit, the voice) 
I and replace it with the Technological. It is rather to reclaim what is truly 
| human (memory, lack, doubt, danger) through and in technology, when 
* it otherwise threatens to evaporate in the blurry oasis of modern 

5j In the last few weeks, alongside listening to Tricky’s phenomenal new 
d album Maxinquaye, I also found myself preoccupied with Bob Marley 


(for another article), as well as (finally) reading through Greil Marcus's In 
The Fascist Bathroom. Once again I encountered the problem I 
invariably have with Marcus. Much as I love his writing, the objects of his 
adoration often baffle me, especially when it comes to his attempted 
negotiation of 'politics' in music, specifically a certain strain of worthy, 
invariably English avatar (Mekons, Gang Of Four, Strummer, Costello; 
also Bruce Springsteen): a certain strain of spokesperson that some of 
us have never been swayed by, distrusted as being way literal in its 
approach, texturally meagre. (At times, reading Marcus's powerful 
reverence for such people, I’ve almost felt guilty for preferring a John 
Martyn or Kate Bush or Brian Eno as my prized definition of wayward 
Englishness.) 

Years ago I had a very earnest conversation with The Pop Group's 
Mark Stewart after I criticised his group in print for their turn away 
from fevered mysticism ("She Is Beyond Good and Evil") to maudlin 
and dopey materialism ("We Are All Prostitutes'). He said: but what 
should you do if you have a political conscience and are engaged in 
the business of making songs and want your songs to register this 
conscience? I said — I sketchily described — an Ideal Song in which 
any political inclination could only be registered as a trace of confusion 
or ambiguity; that if politics was daily ruined for us by being dully 
ground out in the language of Authority then any counter-cultural 

examples do you have of this? I had to say: none, really, because what 
I describe is a dreamed song, and there just aren’t any real ones 
around at the moment. Sorry. 

Last year, when I heard Tricky’s astonishing debut single "Aftermath" 
(additional vocals: Mark Stewart), I knew that conversation had 

’There just aren't any real ones around' — but over the years, there 
have been certain landmarks. You probably know the IWrejd] litany by 
now, but anyway: English (John Martyn, the early Roxy Music of 'Bogus 
Man" etc, Robert Wyatt's Rocky Bottom, mid-period Eno, PIL’s Metal 
Box, AR Kane et al)-, American (Sly, Miles, Sun Ra, Patti Smith, Tim 
Buckley); and myriad Other points (dub, etc). It seems to me that one 




One of the last lines on Maxinquaye may well express this sai 
excepting/accepting that — fittingly enough — it is hard to rt 
exactly what words Tricky emits, although he does appear t( 
‘From the margins" with "Lost our origins ’.. 


who and what he let 

presence. He wr 
The Clash, but I 


Greil Marcus's text in Fascist Bathroom as much by 


:.. not .. HUMAN’ 


— Patti Smith 



is continually Indexed 
iut the crucial * 
lot find the words to 
dub, as a force unto itself — and a far 
than any Rawk Groop. Dub is written of/off 
purely and simply a form;' 
lifted and appliqued willy-nilly for the benefit of his (White) 
Vanquishing Heroes. But the way it sneaks into and speaks 
through a text like Marcus's — it echoes like a phantom 
throughout — is proof in itself i 
found to operate. Perhaps dub 

:h escapes or exceeds 


single wf 
unifying spokesman, on 
sweat-browed embodiment of 
rock's principa ethica — is the 
possibility 
been this entirely Other politico- 
musical discourse, in which there 
is no separation between text 


"For this site, calling to us from beyond memory, is always 
elsewhere. The site is not the empirical and national Here of a 
territory. It is immemorial, and thus also a future. ‘ 

— Jacques Derrida 

This Other tradition has always (sometimes 

bitterly) been suffused with an inherent (sometimes crippling) sense of 
doubt doubt that any 'public' pronouncement of oppositionality (such 
as Marcus is fond of) had any real point; and that you rather had to find 
or reclaim a language of your own — encoded, murky, stellar — from 
out of the sky or earth where you found yourself, from out of myriad 
'discredited' pasts or futures. In the 60s and 70s, Sci-fi shamen like 
Miles, Sly Stone and George Clinton (taking some of their cues from 
writers like Samuel Delaney and Ishmael Reed) choose this option. If 
you were anyway going to be consigned to society's margins, then why 
not speak (in) a marginal tongue? Speak a language which people 
would have to come to on j/ourterms, not theirs? 


This buried, contrary, cabbalistic tradition - 

treknology, tricknology, tracknology — finds a demoniac flowering on 
k Maxinquaye. Everything Tricky has listened 
' >?) years (PJ Harvey and Kate 
ce and Public Enemy and 
I Augustus Pablo) finds itself grafted onto a 
I strange and intoxicating bloom. (If you 
id Kate Bush are rather 
| lame advertisments for Otherness, you 
i't properly considered Prince's 
i|e ‘Spooky Electric versus Lovesexy’ 
1 ' iis transmutation from 

le Irruption of something like 
•s "Big Stripey Lie- 


measured 

1 humanism wt 

room for the uncanny in music, and if it does approach this abyssal 
sonic element (as I think Marcus does, fleetingly, when confronted by 
something like the terrifying amoral howl of The Sex Pistols; the 
unassimilable oddness of The Slits; or the skewed polyvalence of Sly's 
Rbt), it has to back off from the full implication, or surrender up the 
edifice of its working logic. 

There was a strange future-shock moment in the 70s when the polar 
opposites of reggae (earthed, organic, worshipful) and punk (a seif¬ 
consuming fast white fire of nihilism) commingled. The suffocating logos 
of journalism tended to detour around this troubling interface in favour 
of the iconisation of a Joe Strummer and/or a Marley: perhaps it was 
more than coincidence that at a time of "I am an anti-Christ’ the 
spectre of Godliness was revived in the Jah/Bob nexus, as against a 
world of demand which was (frighteningly) posited as infinite, 
unconditional, absolute. 

Many of these unresolved and undiagnosed yearnings have haunted 
the reception of black and white musics in this country (especially with 
reference to indie's lager-loutish technophobia) ever since. Some of the 
palest music in the world (One Dove, say) is more inherently in touch with 
the black digitalised world of tricknology than the whole of the Face- 
cover/Talkin Loud/Jazzie B nexus of groovy One World vibery. And some 
of the blackest music in the world (Public Enemy, say) had more in 
common with the overtumings of punk than 98 per cent of indie whining. 

Tricky (dis)solves such problems — the false oppositions set up 










QQ On Maxinquaye, everything Tricky 
has listened to is grafted 
onto a strange and 

intoxicating bloom. 


Tricky isn't stranded either side of any random divide 

between archaic Song and neoteric Texture: on Maxinquaye both seem 
to come from the same distant pulse. On "Black Steel" he shoves Public 
Enemy through a scree of PJ Harvey. On "Ponderosa" he mixes 
gamelan and Special Brew. On 'Hell Is Round The Corner he sieves 








In this month’s books section: rock 
’n’ roll on the analyst's couch 


The Sex Revolts: 
Gender, Rebellion And 
Rock ’N’ Roll 
By Simon Reynolds and Joy 

What does Nick Cave actually 
mean with lines such as these: 1 For 
many a night I lay awake/And 
wished that I could watch her 
die/... To see Pies swarm her 
hatefijl eye/To watch her groaning 
in the dirt/To see her clicking bones 
crack dry.' ('Brother, My Cup Is 
Empty'). What about The Rolling 
Stones' ‘Under My Thumb*? The 
Sex Pistols'‘Bodies'? What do 
these examples say to us about 
rebellion and misogyny in popular 
music? More to the point, what 
does it mean to us to listen to lyrics 
like these, and - especially in 
Cave's case - to love them for all 
their complicated, articulate 



husband and wife team, Reynolds 
and Press, in a book that, in 
providing a cultural analysis of rock 


hidden dynamics. This is a book of 
impressive erudition and range, 
born — quite evidently — from a 



American Cultural Studies faculties. 
The authorities that Reynolds and 

Lacan, Kristeva, Deleuze and 
Guattari, even potty old Paglia — 
are, In Cultural Studies speak, sexy 
names. Their work is essential for 
anyone interested in oppositional 
readings. And, indeed, few who 
have been exposed to such works 
can fail to be, at some point, 
intoxicated by the possibilities that 
they seem to offer. Theory as a 


sincere love of rock’s energetics 
As a result, it is also, occasionally, 
clumsily dogmatic, to wit: ‘Its as 
simple as this: if you don’t like The 
Rolling Stones, you don’t like rock 
YT roll.' It is not, mercifully, an 

finding itwanting. Was it Patti 
Smith who made the equation: 
sex=electricity=rock W roll? Even if 
it wasn’t, the arithmetic holds up. 

So to the questions: what does 
sexuality contribute to rock? And 
to what does its libidinal 'electricity' 
attach itself? In their calculations, 
the authors draw heavily on 
psychoanalysis, semiotics and 
feminist theory: theoretical tools 
that may be found in UK and 


method of hermeneutic enquiry 
has analogies with archaeology. 
One digs through layers of history 
(and meaning) to find eventually — 
what? Whether the undisturbed 
ur-text or the phantasy which is 



looking past the whole 
paraphernalia of rock (the songs, 




some illuminating things to say 
about (variously) The Stranglers, 


The Stones, Cave and 'Mom-ism'. 
The premise is simple: children 
have to separate from their 

people with their own sexual 
identity. This is a process that 



Although the trajectories of little 
boys and little girls differ, in one 
respect they resemble one 


another. The resolution of the 
Oedipal conflict, which introduces 
the proto-sexual creature to three- 
party relations, shatters, once and 
for all, feelings of blissful exclusivity. 
Being thrown out of this Garden Of 
Eden constitutes the ensuing 

commemorate this separation with 
a love/hate ambivalence. Sexual 
insecurity informs the way that The 
Stones used drag, or how early 
Roxy Music focused on impossibly 
beautiful women. So impossible, 
that their femininity might even be 
in doubt. In discussing Roxy's For 
Your Pleasure, the authors neglect 
to mention that the 'is she, isn't 




So Mum becomes the template 
for the male’s relationships with all 
women. But as the authors point 
out, for all, say, Cave's fascinated 

an Eno, whose wafty, loosely 


before separation. (In fan, Eno told 

interview in 199Q-how pleased 
he was that pregnant women were 
using his music as a birthing 
soundtrack). The oceanic, pre- 
phallic urges of Eno and others 
(including Morrissey, psychedelia 
and the entire rave scene) are 
explored in Part Two, "Into The 
Mystic’, as an antithesis to rock’s 


raging separation anxiety. 

People who have problems with 
Freudian psychology are going to 
hate this book But so too may the 
Freudians. The effect that 
psychoanalysis has had enormous 
influence as an 'applied' science. 

practitioner. However, as the twin 
clinical and cultural fields have 
developed, so too has a certain 
separation in meaning and scope. If 
rock was personified as an analysis 
patient, an ensuing clinical text 
might explore issues of narcissism, 
of the links between unconscious 
phantasy and fantasy, and of 
motivation (why, given that we are 

rebellion whereas others don't?). 
One feels that terms like 
schizophrenia would not be used 
as a convenient synonym for 
describing fractured identities nor, 
as in regard to surrealist painter 
Leonora Carrington, a ‘logical 

But, whatever the flux of the 
unconscious, psychoanalysis has (in 

branch of psychiatry) a 
responsibility towards the fixity of 
definitions, particularly with regard 
to mental illness qua historical 

towards hysteria, ’Lift Up Your Skirt 
And Speak", the third and final 

Discussing female rock (Patti 
Smith, Siouxsie, Hole, Madonna, 
Kristin Hersh, Riot Grrrl et at), it 
becomes apparent how 
problematic the representation of 
female desire, aggression and, in 
terms of performance, 
exhibitionism, remains. There are 
no simple answers to this one, as 
Reynolds and Press acknowledge. 
Merely the opening of a 
provocative and potentially far- 
reaching debate that should involve 
everybody who has felt rock's illicit 
thrills creeping up their spines. 
LOUISE GRAY 










The year is 2075. The Earth is 
doomed. The only way to save the 
planet and civilisation from the 
growing cybertech nightmare is to 
collapse it in on itself and bring about 
its renaissance through a rediscovery 
of the ancient cultures - Mayan, 
Egyptian, Roman and Greek. 

So the storyline may be a little 
offputting, but The Gate To The 
Mind's Eye, a new 50 minute video 
released through Miramar and BMG 
video, is relevant to anyone 


watch 


Hark Espiner dicks 
away at the interface 
between music and 
interactive media 
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Foul Play and all the other Cubase 
hyperbrights clustered on 1994's 
finest label, Stevenage's Moving 
Shadow. He’s listened to more 

twentysomething wannabe- 
Stockhausens coming out of GPR, 
Warp and Eevolute put together, 
hut he makes tracks so searingly 
‘ lse they abolish history 
I it hurtling 

to its death in a | 
flare of cymbal-smashing 



short record, produced with an 
intensity so superscorched it 
sounds like screaming fireworks, 
like the delighted shrieks of 
burning angels as they plunge to 
an agonising death in a nightscape 
lit up by the fitful, distant noise of 
exploding flashguns and the 
magnesium aftertrails of flaming 


pleasuredome of near infinite 
possibility, the first'single artist’ 
Moving Shadow album opens with 
another production team’s remix oi 
a previous remix, Foul Play's 



bass took hold, shocking out to the 
hurtling, heliumised diva-cries of 
"Take me up!!!!", hardstepping at 
halfspeed to the song's gentle 
rainfall of lachrymose, one finger 
piano melodies. Foul Play’s! 995 
lick, by contrast, is painfully, almost 
exhaustingly exhilarating, climbing 
and climbing like Ballard's vision of 


te's posessed, gripped by a 
wrenching, whimpering happiness. 

FBD Project aka Neil Trix's mix of 
"Living For The Future" has a 
buoyant, jubilant air which cranks 


perfect self-organising conditions 
fori 995’s Summer of Jungle Love. 
Better believe it, kids — It’s On! 
■Alien Creed" anticipates this 
summer to come, setting itself in 
the very epicentre of melodic 

gratifying naivete of "5hadowplay”s 

and over like a kid struck by the 
sounds of its first si 


satisfying mix of "Rollin' Heights". 
"Together" on side three is the first 
brand new track and it even beats 
•Renegade Snares” in the way the 
furious fusillage of drum, snare and 
cymbal breaks swarm, swoop and 

sniping at the open-throated 
chorus with fierce attack impulses, 
only to find themselves engulfed in 
turn by a drenchingly sentimental 



flowering is showcased on this 
compelling and moving 

Everything about Ethiopia is so 
anomalous to our standard 
perceptions of black Africa — an 
ancient civilization that has 
preserved its traditions in the face 
of colonialism and the surrounding 
Islamic monolith — it is hardly 
surprising that while the music here 
begs passing comparison with 

taarab and Mali's Ambassadeurs at 
their most far out, its essential 
character is strangely and 
disorientatingly unique. While most 
of Africa looked to Cuban rhumba 
for inspiration in the development 


ratcheting breaks and sandworm- 


On "Together" and "Shadowplay", 
Haigh’s melodies topple right over 
into the nutrasweet taste of Satie- 
esque refrains, a mood at once 
trebly and trembly that most drum 
’n' bass shies well away from. With 
their yearning choruses spilling 

unconditional optimism, songs such 
as "Together" and "Thru The Vibe" 
feed into Jungle's mood of 


them wet. Open your heart to 
Jungle Love. And open your mind 
to the kindness of Omni Trio. 




In Ethiopia, the early 70s — 
twilight years of Haile Selassi 
bizarre autocracy — were a 


Ethiopia (for ret 
entertaining sleeve notes do not 
make clear) American R&B held 
sway. From the early 60s, when 
The Imperial Bodyguard Band, The 
Army Band and The Police Force 
Band (then virtually the only 
‘modem’ combos in the country) 

martial music, classic soul combos 
like The JBs and The MGs provided 
the template. Traditional melodies 
and swinging 'ekista' dance music 
then began to invade the 


te’bands and authentic 


make any impact in the West — 
and Alamayehu Eshete. 

The brass sections, however, 'be 
they swinging, thunderous or 
simply gigantic’ (as the sleeve notes 
put it), dominated: not the sharp, 











blaring 'pachanga' horns so 
characteristic of archetypal African 
pop, but a brooding, warbling sax- 
led sound full of impending 
emotional incident, engaged in a 
constant dialogue with the 
passionate, reverential vocals. I say 
'reverential': no clue is given as to 
the meaning of any of the songs, 
but the mood throughout is intense 
and emotional, the sense of 
mystical yearning found in much 
Islamic music, combined with a 
more personal, almost operatic 
approach. There are two exquisite 
ballads by Aweke, while Tamrat 
Terendji's "Anchin Yagegnuler has 
a delicious sense that he would 
probably be singing in exactly the 
same way whether in a nightclub, 
at a traditional ceremony or sitting 
alone in front of a brick, wall. The 
rhythm is a driving James Brown 
shuffle, underpinned by a strange 
and monotonous organ pulsing. On 
Asselefetch Ashine and Getenesh 
Kebresh’s "Meche New' a more 
folky sound, with slapping 
traditional percussion, is offset by a 
wonderfully abstract jazz piano 
accompaniment and some of the 
superb Roland Kirk-styled flute 
playing that characterises the 

Roughly recorded, but 
marvellously redolent of another 
time and place, this is a real 
treasure trove for anyone who 
cares at all about African music, or 
who wants to plunge headlong into 

MARK HUDSON 


soundcheck 


Sylvia Hallett 

American Emily Bezar is a 
singer/composer of many talents. 
Conservatory educated in singing 
and electronic music, her vocal 
performances have encompassed 
Mozart, Debussy, Weill, Gershwin, 
Webern, even jazz. She's also a 



at: through Voltage, These, 




formidable electroacoustic 


some of these personalities < 
genres, though i 
easy classification, with eight self- 
penned songs, a short opening 
instrumental and a fine concluding 

which enters avant garde territory. 
Her decorous melodies — 
intriguing electronic flourishes over 


discreetly perfumed as Earl Grey 
tea, entirely free from mawkish 
sentimentality. Vocally there are 


precision that only a classically 
trained soprano could achieve. This 
is a remarkably mature debut 
where classical and pop influences 
merge beautifully. 

that so-called ‘difficult second 
album' stage. The much acclaimed 
Skimming (1992) showed off the 
many facets of her composing and 
arranging talents — music for 
theatre and dance companies, 
tape collage and songwriting, as 
well as examples of her 
improvisation. Let's Fall Out offers 
a similar compilation of styles, this 
time slightly favouring her songs, of 


eerie, melancholy quality, the 
breathy vocals emphatically 
pushed to the front of the mix; 
"One More Holiday- 
rhythm track with folk i 
"Spoilt For Choice- 


disquieting accordion. There are 
also violin duet improvisations with 
Susanna Ferrari an exquisite multi- 


The Boo Radleys 
Wake Up Boo! 

CREATION CRE CD 179 CD/liC/LP 

The Boo Radleys' previous album, 
Giant Steps, set some kind of 
benchmark for grt 


s and warping of 
pop formats went so far out on a 
limb that perhaps it was 
necessary to take a (not so giant) 
step back with Wake Up. 
Otherwise the group could have 
found themselves stranded in the 
brain-salad zone that spawned 
such semi-coherent splurges as 
Todd Rundgren's Todd. 

The Beatles have always been 
an influence, and the group's 
'anything's possible' approach to 
pop paralleled the wilful 
experimentation of say, 
"Strawbery Fields" or *1 Am The 
Walrus'. The opening tracks on 
Wake Up Boo! sound so like a 
bunch of 60s stampers, it’s as if 
they’ve actually go 

bubblegum-nouveau with a 
punchy horn section that evokes 
Dobie Gray's "The In Crowd", and 
"It’s Lulu’ sounds like it should 

emergence of the Scottish 
chanteuse, entering stage left 

gusto. "Joel’ signals a loosening 




show. Throughout Wake Up, The 
Boo Radleys rest their case on 
that hoariest cliche of 60s pop, 
the brilliantly crafted melodic 














Bomb The Bass 
Clear 

FOURTH & BROADWAY BRCD 611 CD/MC 

It’s a well-worn truism that the 
more the remixes, the greater the 
hype, the worse the product. And 
the slew of dubs, alternate cuts 
and gimmicky packaging with 
which Island have surrounded Tim 
Simenon's 'comeback 1 album 
suggests a label a bit on the, well, 
nervous side. On the face of it, 
they'd have good reason to be: if 
there was ever an archetypally 80s 
sound, It was the lightweight 
Electro-pop of "Beat Dis”. Bomb 
The Bass may have been lumped 
together with other progenitors of 
the ‘DJ sound', but Simenon's 
agenda was altogether less 
intellectual, less knowing, than the 
likes of Coldcut, M/A/R/R/S or 
S'Express. Others may have 
treated their unexpected elevation 
to pop star status with detached 
irony, but you always felt that, for 
Tim, stardom would be inevitable 
and brief. After all, pop can do 
many things but it can never grow 
up, and there are only so many 
times you can recycle a winning 
formula; Phil Oakey's horrendous 
post-Human League 'mature 1 
phase is evidence of that The 
solution is to never grow up. 

Clear is undoubtedly a more 
mature (a dangerous word when 
applied to pop), informed and 
tricksy album than 1988's Into The 
Dragon, but it retains Tim’s love of 
experimentation for its own sake, 
pulling disparate styles into the mix 
to see what happens. And as the 
music culture he exploits gets ever 
more disjointed and fragmented, 
the tracks here become 
reinventions several times removed 
from an original source. 

The surprise is that so many of 
the tracks work at all. If "Bug 
Powder Dust" is a textbook 



interesting listening. "Empire" mixes 

Zephaniah with Sinead O'Connor's 
haunting chorus, while a 
contribution from Will Self, reading 
an extract from his novel Grey 
Area, provides a surprisingly witty 


counter to Tim’s grinding, 
oppressive soundscape. 

With this, and a track featuring 
William Burroughs acolyte Leslie 



collaborations, a mixture of singing 
and spoken word, and eclecticism 
— the fact is that this music lacks a 
heart. Interesting and occasionally 
provocative, this set lacks any of 

music that isn’t straining so hard to 
be taken seriously. 



Eno Moebius 
Roedelius 
After The Heat 


Eno Moebius 
Roedelius Plank 
Begegnungen 


Eno Moebius 
Roedelius Plank 
Begegnungen II 


Roedelius 

Auf Leisen Sohlen — The Best 
Of... 


The first few minutes of One Hour 
— Cluster’s first recording in 15 
(and then some) years — remind 
us why that 68 generation of 


Cluster's computerised strings are 
a bright, piercing and deathly 
illumination that bum into your 
memory. Once fixed there, the 
Cluster pair — Hans Joachim 


Roedelius and Dieter Moebius — 
break down their theme into its 

instant is ever quite as memorable 
as the opening minutes from which 
they're released, they're sufficiently 
detailed to be satisfying in 
themselves. They’re also somehow 

pair took on the way to their 

Cluster began their recording 
career before the heat closed non 
the US and European 
undergrounds of the late 60s. 
When it all got too much, the 
Americans took to the country, but 
the Germans took to the road. 

That, or they took off for outer 
space. If Cluster also participated in 
the rush for the city limits, they 
very quickly went their own way. 
They took the first Autobahn exit 
for the woods and began 
composing some achingly beautiful 
electronic pastoral records that 
earned the admiration of Eno. 
Indeed, Eno was moved enough to 
collaborate with them on the 
Cluster S Eno and After The Heat 

These records are Ambient avant 
le beat. Motion, such as it is, 
consists of gentle, eddying 
keyboard figures fanned by vaguely 
Eastern sounding guitar and 
percussion. Of the two, After The 
Heat is the more approachable, not 
the least because it contains a 
magnificent, melancholy and 
nonsensical Eno song "The 
Belldog". Here and elsewhere, he is 
the radical randomising factor that 
tips the finely tuned balance of 
Cluster's two members away from 
the occasionally too pat 
romanticism of Hans Joachim 
Roedelius in favour of the Dada 
plastic sound daubing of Dieter 
Moebius. 

As appealing as Moebius's 
mischievous disruptive spirit can be 
— he provides the mosquito 
buzzing distractions to Roedelius’s 
still soundpools on Cluster's mid- to 
late-70s recordings — his is not 
exactly a rounded talent that 
commands centre stage. For proof, 

compilations — which, despite 
being as mean spirited and poorly 
annotated as most Sky reissues, 
are excellent ports of entry into this 













Cluster/Plank related material. But 
he can be an unsurpassable 
collaborator. Double Cut, by 
Moebius and Gerd Beerbohm, is as 
thrilling as the most speed-soaked 
Neu! pieces. And the two LPs he 
made with the late producer Conny 
Plank, compiled together on 
Rastakraut Pastc/hlaterial, are both 
deft and daft, occasionally 
irritatingly wacky, at least once 
daffily inventive — the stunted 
reggae/MOR fusion "Missi 
Cacadou' — and then again 
astonishingly poignant on ‘Two 
Oldtimers". 

Over the distance, though, 
Roedelius has created the more 
consistent body of work, as the 
compilation AufLeisen Sohlen 
illustrates. Where other people 
equated electronics with space or, 
more cornlly, alienation, Roedelius 
reconciled technology with a 
yearning for the stillness he 
generated out of mechanical 
keyboard repetitions and 

From the beginning Roedelius 
has been concerned with capturtng 
the dying of the light The new 
Cluster collaboration shows it is a 
long way from going out. 


The Chills 
Heavenly Pop Hits 



contribution to the post-punk 
musical renaissance of the early 
80s took what was, compared to a 
UK and America obsessed with 
hardcore and Industrial music, an 

Creation Records deflected the 


towards a full-blown retro 
aesthetic Dunedin groups such as 
The Chills were already distilling 
their own perfect pop out of all the 
familiar 60s sources that were to 
become such cliches by the end of 
the decade — namely, the three 
B's of The Beach Boys, Byrds and 

What sets the early Chills matertal 
apart from its English equivalents, 
however, is much the same quality 
which dominates other, more rock- 
orientated NZ bands like The 
Gordons (a much underrated 


influence and precursor of Sonic 
Youth), The Clean, Snapper, and 
later The Bats. In these bands' 
heyday, the closest one could get 
to fingering a Flying Nun sound 
would be each band's un 


pop chord sr 
search of the perfect centre ol 
gravity between the Krautrock of 
Can and the surf music of The 
Beach Boys. (Appropriately, one of 
the many Chills bassists later did a 
stint in Stereolab, possibly the only 
English group to match Flying Nun 
bands in their cool determination 
to arrive at a pop matorik.) 

From early gems like "I Love My 
Leather Jacket",'Pink Frost'and 
•Kaleidoscope World’ - variously 
post-punk thrashers to crackly Lo- 
fi pop miniatures — The Chills, who 
shifted through 11 or 12 different 
line-ups, blossomed into the 
unearthly yet mechanical 
pastoralism of 1987’s'House 
With A Hundred Rooms'. By the 
closing phase of the Submarine 
Bells (1990) and So/C Bomb 
(1992) albums, both recorded for 
Slash/London, sole constant and 
band leader Marlin Phillips had 
established himself as a pop 
crafstman of seemingly effortless 
fluency. Chills songs weren't so 
much lifted from the 60s 
songbook as recombined together 
out of spare, previously unused 
parts, with the familiar Flying Nun 
linearity unfurling into full-blown 
multipart, harmonic song- 
narratives such as "Part Past Part 
Fiction* and the late “The Male 
Monster From The Id”. 

Separated from the music press 
fashion turnover by geography and 
ortgins (even though the band did 
a stint living in London In the mid- 
80s), The Chills always remained 
somewhat remote from their 
peers, a crucial distancing thafs 
probably their saving grace and 
crowning glory, an apt cool making 
this career-dosing compilation 


Cyber Hum 
Elevated 

CARTE BLANCHE 40627 CD 


bought the album, an 
had a chilly calm, was a dicky 
:. But I would say that 
Elevated is Eurtpldean Techno, as 
“ ' Jes was a warmer, more 
• playwright than Sophocles. 
Except that Euripides was torn to 
pieces by dogs in 407 BC, and I 
hope that doesn't happen to Erick 


The album starts out fast and 
dense, an express train of bustling 
snares and randomised melodies. I 
share Cyber Hum's fondness for 
the cobwebby old synth weeps and 
bleeps festooning the music. Some 
tracks have nifty basslines, and 
harmonically things are pleasantly 
ambiguous. A woman's voice 
repeats ’I'll bum if (Cyber Hum 
I tuneful fragments scribble 



j Techno-funk ballad. 
■Glimpse’ gets back to the snappy 
bass and busy interweaving lines, 
and 'The Well' is approprtately 
dark and dank, finishing off the 


an industrial zone. Sounds 


Peter Becker and Martyn Bates 
aren’t doing anything very different 
from what they were creating on 
the first Eyeless In Gaza releases, 
which go back 15 years now. 
Bates's unrequited yowl, the echo- 
chambered guitars, melodicas and 
keyboards are still there, as well as 
songs that can, when they get 
them just rtght, cut to the quick of 
i folk rock and give it the 


■Streets I Ran', which is good 
enough to stand with anything off 
Caught In The Flux or Bates's long- 
forgotten 1 O' Letters Written. 

They credit these as 

most of the 18 tracks coming in 
under four minutes — a good pop- 
song brevity which refuses to let an 
idea get kicked to death. They're 
only 'eclectic' in the way that they 
seem to use whatever’s lying 
around in the studio — banjo, 
pump organ, pixiephone. It's not 
Ambient, ft's not mood music, and 
its as sure as hell nothing like any 

guys came along with punk, didn't 
they?). The only music I'm 

Steve Tibbetts’s worldly jams for 
ECM, though that is really a 
universe away. 

In their affection for stereoscopic 
panning and the bathyspheric 
frequencies they sometimes 
plumb, Becker and Bates make a 
music that sounds properly ancient 
and modem. If you're looking for 
doom and gloom thafs cheertng 
and uplifting, this fine paradox 
should be your poison. 


David Fanshawe 
African Sanctus 

SILVA CLASSICS SILKD 6003 CD 

David Fanshawe is a burly High 
Anglican who appears to have 

choristers of Windsor Castle and 
even ThoraHird than with Miles 
Davis and Frank Zappa. His African 
Sanctus, a Mass 'in harmony with 
indigenous African music', which 
incorporates his own field 
recordings, has been massively 
successful with choral groups 
round the world, and this is the 
'definitive' recording on the quarter 
centenary of Its inception. 

It would be easy to glibly write 
the work off on the grounds that 
there are no black faces in 
Fanshawe's choir, that he admires 
missionaries, and that there may 
be something faintly exploitative 
about his use of tribal music, but 
that would really miss the point He 
and his cohorts may live in uncool 
places like Bournemouth and 
Marlborough, but if they genuinely 
love African music, why shouldn't 








they do their own cross-cultural 
collaboration? After all, they 
wouldn't be the only ones in the 

Furthermore, because we're now 
very much more familiar with the 
kind of African music Fanshawe 
uses as raw material — cattle 
herders' songs, Nilotic love ballads, 


recorded), the African material 
simply lies, fairly passively for much 
of the time, alongside what is, to 
my ears, very conventional choral 
music. Fanshawe's "Lord's Prayer" 
for example, inspired by a lament 
for a Ugandan fisherman, a 
recording of which precedes it, is 
rather sweet, but there is no real 


1972, its tempting to think that in 
general, we have much more real 
understanding of it. I very much 
doubt if we do. Nonetheless, there 
is no doubt that Fanshawe's is a 
very one-dimensional vision of 
Africa. Its the continent as seen on 
wildlife documentaries, into which 
no impure element, cultural or 
musical, is allowed to obtrude. Even 

enormous changes in rural as well 
as urban music, and African choirs 
had been making their own 
interpretations of Christian liturgical 
music for decades —with 
European intervention (the Missa 
Luba) and without (South African 
township choirs). 

While the work is not intended as 
a collaboration as such (difficult, 


The lament may have touched 
Fanshawe's heart, but it hasn't 
really touched the substance of his 
music. Too much of the time one 
feels a need for accompanying 
visual images to pull the whole 
thing together. Perhaps it’s 
significant that Fanshawe was a 
film editor before taking up 

The "Kyrie" on the other hand, 
where European voices float 
ethereally around a call to prayer 
from an Egyptian mosque, is 
disconcerting and genuinely 
touching, particularly given the 
politico-religious tensions in that 
country. On the central theme, the 
"Sanctus" itself, massed choir, 

rock rhythm section elide with a 
Ugandan 'bwala' dance. The effect 


is stirring, in a rather corny way, like 
the soundtrack to a High Anglican 
version of El Cid, till a swinging 
piano rhythm cuts in, giving a 
quasi-gospel feel. 

African Sanctus is saved because 

devotional feeling. It is a feeling 
that taught me a lot more about 
Bournemouth and Marlborough 
than it did about Africa. And that 


seems entirely appropriate. 



Miasma 
Miasma 1195 


It is becoming increasingly difficult 
to write about Ambient music, 
since a large component of it is — 
by definition — ignorable. Even 


surface ego can be discerned, what 
actually happens? Slow things 
happen, narratives warp and 
distort. Indeed, slow things happen 


throughout these two debut 
albums from Gas's Matt Jarviss and 
Miasma's Will Joss and Tom Smyth. 
And, yes, narratives warp, distort 
and fragment with methods that 
recall any number of experiments 
from the adventurous end of the 
electronic music spectrum. The 
shift moving as far ahead as any of 
the records coming out of 
Nottingham's Em:t label, has to do 
with the studio’s unique recording 
process. Using a complicated 3D 
sound imaging system — 
something more often found on 
film soundtracks — the resulting 
sound field becomes capable of 
enriching one's listening 

This makes Gas's release all the 

are moments when Jarviss strikes 
out towards a House rhythm with 
an elasticity that has its origins in 
the work of Derrick May or Larry 
Heard, the dominating pace is 
typically languid and the mood — 
largely created by subtle synth 
overlays — is melancholic. Beneath 
is where the motion occurs: bleeps 
and collages from shortwave radios 
("Experiments On Live Electricity"), 




















jammed signals ("Discovery') and 
muffled explosions ("Generator: 
Level 30"). If the found sounds on 
Eno and Byrne's Bush Of Ghosts 
album suggested a picture of 
Western culture as Babel, then 
Gas's picture is of something more 
elegiac a collapsed culture where 
sounds become shards. 

Miasma, on the other hand, kick 
off with a pea-souper. A thick fog 
of sounds gives way to crashes and 
moans (replicated, thanks to 3D 
imaging, as the sound of 
neighbours from hell), followed by 
loops, oscillations and the results of 
a quick rustle in the sample library. 
There is a greater compositional 
tendency in evidence. Miasma use, 
at points, a specially recorded small 
chamber orchestra whose real 
strings glow beautifully; the 
pendulous sound suggests that the 
duo have paid close attention to 
Arvo Part Surprisingly, the greatest 
atmospheric disturbances come 
from the inclusion (on "Plexus’ and 
"Jezebel") of some artless Sylvian- 
esque vocals. The music, one feels, 
is sufficiently thought-provoking of 
its own accord, not to need them. 

LOUISE GRAY 


A Guy Called Gerald 
Black Secret Technology 


An alluring title fronting an alluring 
sound. Ostensibly a Jungle album, 
Black Secret Technology transcends 
Its genre to offer a stunning 
example of the uses of modern 
sound techniques. Thick-leaved 
with rhythmic and sonic 
Innovations, it will surely inform the 
future main (frame) stream. 
Manchester based Gerald Simpson 
has, over recent years, assumed 

Taciturn but musically prolific, 
seemingly eternally embroiled in 

companies, his output has been 
erratic and aimed towards the 



the formation of His own label 
Juice Box Records, on which he 
has released this, his second LP. 
Containing several of his recent 
singles (such as ‘Finley's Rainbow" 
and "Energy”, co-written with 
Goldie of Metalheads), BST sounds 
like a key moment in British music 




Its melodies sparkle like ne 
fallen snow while the exo-s 
percussion chatters with the 
condensed, nervous energy of; 
ny, dancing around the 


whirling electronic vortex. The 
compressed rounds of beats that 
drive the music are elusive, often 
missing their expected time of 
arrival and cutting in off-cue or 
peeling off into the music's 
background. With rhythms 


one story a photo exerts a curse, 
and The Hafler Trio’s Andrew 
McKenzie has long worked on the 
principle that audio photography 
(phonography) also carries power. 

The Hafler Trio here extend their 



video game bleeps, phone tones, 
keypad responses, Vocoders and 
the sounds of automated action fill 
up the music's background, just as 
you can hear voices, claps, and 
creaks in old R&B records. Truly a 
sign of the times 


SUB ROSA SR71 CD 

The Hafler Trio 


knowingly pilfered bu 
naturally from the course of their 
previous work. In fact the range of 
approaches on display here make 
this release strangely accessible, 
and a valuable point of entry into 
the Trio's richly rewarding world. 

The title of How To Reform 
Mankind, the final part of a trilogy 
on Touch Records, is curiously 
close to the title of John Cage's 
collected diary entries, How To 
Improve The World. Wl 
Cage’s writings we 



y. Plainly, neither 
have glib solutions or dogma to 
dish out Indeed Cage said that he 
thought there was "just the right 
amount" of suffering in the world, 
while Andrew McKenzie has 
asserted that "The world is perfect" 
Perhaps we can glean from their 


ke the previous parts of the 
igy, Kill The King and Mastery Of 
ney, How To... works with 
ger time scales than the 


again several stylistic 
points of departure from the 
previous two parts it remains 
exquisite in its choice of material, 
subtle mixing (dub could 
reinvigorate itself if fed on a diet of 



philosophy makes them natural 
collaborators. So combine as you 
will the Dada/alchemical noise 
melange of The Hafler Trio with the 


connection by way of example: in 


impressive: beautiful, frightening 
and sad. 

Electroacoustic composers and 


Sub Rosa: through 1 










synthetic Techno noodlers abound. 



5 a couple of 
things seldom noted about Polly 
Jean Harvey. One is the blues-rock 
traditionalism of her music | 
her last album, Ftid Of Me, 
me of Led Zeppelin or even the 
off-kilter psychedelic boogie of The 
Groundhogs. The other is just how 



ler uncannily redolent 
of Black Sabbath's own ich-bn-ein- 
Ubermensch anthem ‘Supernauf. 

Despite the scanty chanteuse’s 
camisole she sports on the cover, 
PJ spends much of To Bring You 
My Love in drag, from the title 
track's deep wanderer's blues 
(where her parched 
she limbered up her larynx with 20 
untipped Camels), through the 
brontosaurian stomp of ‘Meet Ze 
Monsta', to the priapic strut of 
'Long Snake Moan* (where she 
actually growls "is my voodoo 
working?'), the riffs and the 
imagery are strictly atavistic. 
Imagine Mountain or Budgie with 
lyrics {"I’ve lain with the devil/Cursed 
God above') penned by Nick Cave. 
In fact one of PJ's sidemen this 
time round is Bad Seed Mick 
Harvey, while the presence of ex- 
Tom Waits guitarist Joe Gore adds 
to the sense of gilt-by-association, 
of Polly emulating her masculinist 

Still, the fact that ifs a woman 


ic fuzzed-up bass 
line vaguely reminiscent of The 
Jesus And Mary Chain's 
'Sidewalking'. 'Tedo* is a ballad as 
queer and mis-shapen as its title, 
with Harvey's contorted vocal 
entwined in withered garlands of 

all is *1 Think I'm A Mother, where 
Harvey intones an impossibly 
haggard, ancient sounding blues 
mantra in the distance (rendering 
the doubtless fascinating lyrics 


guitar is so up-close it's like you're 
inside the sound-box. The effect is 
a bit like Robert Johnson produced 
by Brian Eno: lo-fi attention to the 
grain of sound, but filtered through 

a hyperreal,. 

In fact one of the LP’s co¬ 
producers is Flood, whose 'g 
high-definition Grunge' sour 
best known through I 


Since Hookers return to the 
recording scene — and his first real 
commercial success since the 60s 
-with 1989’s The Healer, it 
seems as though he's hardly been 
out of the studio. Chill Out is his 
third album since then, displaying a 
workrate that would put his alumni 
business to shame as 
they ease into comfortable middle 
age and a schedule of ar " 
and tour every hr 
It might be trite to su 
might be making up for lost time, 
or that he's aware he doesn't have 

at 75, the rich vocals are just as 
strong, the chopping, rhythmic 
guitar with its sudden flurrying 
changes of pace is just as hypnotic. 
That's not to say Hooker hasn't 
changed with the years, though: 
Chill Out is an interesting mix of the 
old and the new. The reworking of 
his own 'Tupelo' and the new 
'Women On My Mind' are typical 
of the furrow Hooker ploughed, 
almost alone, in the 50s and 60s. 
Just guitar and vocals, leading and 
pushing each other int 


Trade, it seems indicative of a 
problem with parts of Cabaret 
Voltaire's back catalogue, and of 
the way in which Cabaret Voltaire 
were unfortunate enough to 
innovate way too soon for the late 
80s/early 90s boom in Electronica, 
capturing Richard Kirk's ideas on 
the cusp between early 80s post- 
punkery and the soon-around-the- 



'Send His Love To Me' that i 
Harvey into dangerously 
overwrought vocal territory, 
although "The Danced does feature 
some gawky vocal acrobatics that 
hint at her opera studies and 
admiration for Diamanda Galas. 
Generally, though, PJ's far better 
when she's low-down and guttural 
than when she throws back her 
head and belts; far better as tight- 
throated tough guy than 



a, namely the very aesthetic 
with which Kirk (and indeed 
Cabaret Voltaire) was working at 
the time. Like a professorial 
Schoolly D, much of Black Jesus 
Voke seems like a curiously 
bloodless Electro, its rigid bass lines 
matched and made funkless by 


words. But whatever role she's 
playing, drama queen or drag king, 
Harvey's clothes never quite fit. 
Therein resides the vital friction and 
discomfort of her mus 


Similarly with Va 
■Serve Me Right To 
SufferTSyndicator". For around 
the last decade, Morrison's own 
work has had all the pep and 
sparkle of an afternoon watching 
Arsenal play, but linking up with 
Hooker seems to breathe new life 
into the corpse. His vocals here 
could be from the early 70s, with 
none of the thickness or simple 







Apart from turfing up some 
amazing gems, The Grey Area's 
programme of reissues has 
highlighted one thing especially 
well, namely the near-total failure 
of the early Industrial aesthetic to 
succeed in articulating its 'political 1 
messages in any way which could 
be described as convincing. With its 
miasma of geopolitics and 
soundbite vocal samples, Black 
Jesus Voice is merely a curio from 
another age, its (and Cabaret 
Voltaire's in general) desire to 
communicate something to be 
contrasted with New Electronica's 


its offshoots 
did succeed, however, was in the 
creation and maintenance of a 
mood of unsettling terror, often in 
ways which are still recognisable in 
the workings of today's Isolationists 
(indeed, Robert Hampson of Main 
cites Cabaret Voltaire as one of the 
few post-punk groups he's been 


Spirit, its track titles infinitely more 
abstract than those on Black Jesus 
Voice ("Infantile’, "Voodoo", 
"Confession"), works where the 
latter disc fails on precisely this 
level. If BJV recalls the linear, gruff 
Front Line Assembly, Ugly Spirit 
reminds me more of the other 
great Vancouver Industrial act, 
Skinny Puppy. "Hollywood Babylon" 
and "Thai" in particular, with their 
rolling, ethnic-tinged drum patterns 
and random splashes and stabs of 
synth, though they may lack Skinny 
Puppy's lyrical streams of 

firmly in that group's lineage and 
set of influences. Its snatches of 
radio babble, the sax-and-strings 
edginess of "Infantile", and the 
SPK-like soundscapes make it the 
TripHop equivalent to Black Jesus 
Voice's HipHop. f 


UK's digital dubmeister, The Mad 
Professor. The attraction of this 
project for the Prof is clear enough 

recognition for his phenomenal 
and consistent creativity over the 
last decade — but whafs in it for 
Massive Attack? And given that all 


again for a messed-with version 
with the lyrics missing? 

This sort of set can work well: The 
Pet Shop Boys, on Disco, gave full 
expression to their ‘handbag 1 
sensibilities. Such projects work 
best when the mix exaggerates 


Michel Ratte 
Passages Et Derives 

ASSOCIATION 0ES MUSICIENS 
IMPROVISATEURS DE MONTREAL AMI 


settings) with guest pianist Jean 
Beaudet, the tenacious attention to 
atonal detail, dynamics and 

calm, human perspective on 


latent in the music or — as in the 
case of The Mad Professor's dub 
of Ruts DC's Rhythm Collision Dub 
released by ROIR (reviewed in The 

And here lies the problem. 
Protection is already steeped in 
dub, so what do you do? The Mad 
Professor's answer Is to go off the 
deep end, retaining the lazy, 
bluesy, spliffed-up mood of the 
original, but totally remaking the 
music. There’s clearly no point in 
just tweaking the drums and bass 
on a Massive Attack cut a 


Snatches of vocals, t 
broken bits of n 
around and radically remade. 
Transcending the orthodoxies and 
self-imposed limitations of much 
dub, the Professor's daring use of 
time — shifting it, extending it — 


'Ardkore Techno c 
true exploration of the limits of the 
worth owning t 


David Moss/John 
King/Otomo Yoshihide 
All At Once At Any Time 


Its not the technology, its what 
you do with it that counts. 

As used by David Moss, John 
King and Otomo Yoshihide, heavy 
duty sampling and turntable 
manipulation inject an intense jolt 
of virtual reality to their polyrational 
. Parody — of dance 
si icons, music with 
Romantic affiliations, possibly even 
the improvisational attitudes and 
techniques they draw upon — 
feeds their confrontational attack, 
and they rely upon their audience's 
recognition of the debris to bring 
the message home Though much 
of their collage-by-collision is 
frantic and feverish, nothing here 
qualifies as noise, and very little is 
vague or unfocused; whether dark 
and ominous ("The Soft One"), 
violently disfigured ("Baby Blues 
For Marilyn"), or abstract by design 
("Fast Talking”), the music can be 
cutting-edge sharp and shaggy at 


piano/drum duo, their samples, deft 
electronics and guest 

of surprising colours, adding to the 
texture and not the imagery. 

Sparse abstractions like "Nuit De 
Mars" (with yearning piano chords 
and brooding silences upset by 
percussive clatter a la Tony Oxley) 
and 'Orchidee Fixe' may sustain 
romantic moods, but whether at 


balance and proportion in 
evidence. 

Michel Ratte, an Intellectual, 
analytical composer and 
marvellously subtle drummer, is 
seeking ways to expose the formal 
connections in the improvisational 


However, rather than isolating our 
focus on the severe elements of 
his compositional/improvisational 
interaction, the metallic, multi- 
synth timbres of his new 'electric’ 
group Wreck's Progress seem 
overly clinical — and when James 
Brown and rap samples are mixed 


Gunter Muller & Jim 


German-born percussionist Gunter 
Muller has been living in 
Switzerland for about 30 years, ih 
which time he's established his own 
For 4 Ears label and performed 
with many of Europe’s leading 


, Conrad Bauer, 
Alfred 23 Harth, Phil Wachsmann 
and Fredy Studer. His duo CD with 
American guitarist Jim O'Rourke is 
a particularly effective 
collaboration. The three lengthy 
improvisations are of the abstract 

textures rather than thematic 
importance. O'Rourke's guitar 


great urgency on "Now All Seen 
Heard Then Forgotten"; Muller 
builds up the rhythmic intensity on 
"An Atlantean Returned Knows The 
Value Of The Stars" before the 
tension reaches breaking point and 
the duo display their sure handling 
of shifting, expansive soundscapes. 
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Devotees of British soundsmiths 
like AMM, Conspiracy and 
Morphogenesis will be at home in 
this fascinating universe. 

CAEN by the Swiss trio Nachtluft 
(Muller-drums/electronics; 
Andreas Bosshard — cassette 
machine, computer; Jacques 
Widmer — drums) is an 
elementary attempt at CD 
interactivity. ‘Create your own 
arrangement of the music", say the 
sleevenotes to this 3' CD, and 
program the nine short segments 
(approximately two minutes each) 
edited from a Nachtluft concert in 
the order of your choice (each 
segment has been recorded in 
ascending order of loudness and 
intensity). Neither the process nor 
the results are terribly liberating or 
riveting, I'm afraid. This rather 

percussion music is probably most 
appropriate in the context of a 
gallery installation. 

Live Improvisations, the least 
satisfying of these discs, partners 
MOIIer with New York 
turntable/vinyl specialist Christian 
Marday. Unfortunately, Muller's 
acoustic and electronically treated 
percussion tends to be 
overshadowed by Marday's 
contributions, not in terms of the 
quality of whafs being played but 
by Marday's knack of commanding 
your attention by the sheer impact 
and diversity of the material he 
throws out at you. He's at his best 
and most open to Muller's ideas 
when the use of'literals'(David 
Shea’s term for those ready-made 
fragments or soundbites of some 
clearly identifiable genre like Heavy 
Metal, opera, 19th century 



severely manipulated so that only a 
corrupted trace element of the 
original source remains: a fine 
example being "Dea Ex Machine - . 
Too often, though, these genre- 
bites are dropped in for their 
immediate dramatic effect without 



whafs just been played, or how 
they are likely to shape the future 
events of a piece. In other words, 
Marday's turntables (and this 
applies to samplers, too) are rarely 
used expressively. 




David Murray 
The Tip 

DIW891 CD 

David Murray's multifarious styles 
are now so well attested that it 
should be no surprise to find him 
making a funk record such as The 
Tip. What is surprising is that he 
should give it such a prominent 
place in his own map of where he's 
at, and what he's about Previous 
releases with Kip Hanrahan and on 
his own Sham's Warrior, where 
Don Pullen laid down organ lines 
every bit as greasy as Robert Irving 
Ill's here, suggested that Murray 
was untroubled by the rhythmic 
narrowness of funk, phrasing and 
pitching much as he pleased. 

On tne opening track, James 
Brown's ‘Sex Machine", he stuffs 
more and more material in 
between the bar lines, bearing 
down harder and harder on the 
backbeat until on his fifth or sixth 
chorus, the whole thing starts to 
disintegrate, like one of Maceo 
Parker's freak-out specials. What 
fate, though, for Murray’s own 
"Flowers For Albert"? There, 

Murray simply plugs into Albert 
Ayler's R&B socket and 
accentuates the reggae shuffle, 
sounding as a result closer to 
Sonny Rollins than he ever has 
previously. The result is every bit as 
convincing as any of the earlier 
statements. Cornettist Olu Dara is 
less responsive than Butch Morris 
was on Inteitoogieology (the best 

money) but the band as a whole, 
which includes percussionist Kahil 
El'Zabar and Lucky Thompson's son 
Daryl on guitar, performs brilliantly. 

Like Miles, Murray leaves most of 
the writing duties to Irving and to 
Darryl Jones. They may not be 

they understand how to strip down 
a bottom line, and Jones's title 
piece is sure to become a Murray 
staple when he takes his Octofunk 
band back on the road. The 
question now isn't where and when 
Murray's resourcefulness will run; 
the question surely is how many 
more of his CDs the market can 
possibly stand (and DIW have 
already released a second album 
recorded at the same session as 
The Vp, called Jug-A-Lug). 

BRIAN HORTON 


People Like Us 
Lowest Common Dominator 

STAALPLAAT STCD089 CD 

The title's pun was made by 
Richard Hell a decade ago, but 


tropical orange in the bowels of an 
ocean liner. Some people haven't 
forgotten the magic of Gavin 
Bryars's first version of The Sinking 
Of The Titanic (even if the 
composer has). A low-key, rain- 


instrumentals from this 
Amsterdam, Holland/Portland, 
Oregon circumAmbient axis. A 
sinister, chummy US-male ad- 
voice promises sneering high-jinks 
along the lines of Stock, Hausen & 
Walkman, but tracks grow longer 


more striking. They don't bother 
with track listings, these People: 
instead the sleeve is covered with 
Bosch-llke surrealist photocollages 
of dank countryside and 


The KLF's Chill Out wouldn't feel so 
lonely. An Ambient record Without 
a tubular bell or perky Reich piano 
in earshot. Lovely. 


Moussa Poussy & 
Saadou Bory 
Niamey Twice 


Fred & The Playboy Band, but 

skating-rink organ; there are 
snatches of thrift-store comedy 
records, Nina & Frederick as 
remixed by The Butthole Surfers, 
Danish spoken word with phone 
beeps; track six is carefully layered 
cicada loops. 

People Like Us are clever at 
appearing to repeat, but making 
each repetition a subtle mutation 
—their cynical detachment masks 
gnpping attention to detail. Track 
seven is sicko Soylent Green- style 
consumer-death satire, most tasty. 
Track eight erupts a sleazy 

kiddie Bible record, a segue that 
packs a delightful anti-religious 
sneer: the track extends Into the 
kind of music marijuana-jugged 
ears might hear in an 


:ed Ambiences, the dialogue 
en formal harmonic shifts 
and documentary atmospheres just 
right The music sucks and blows 
and breathes like a living thing 
seen through half-dosed eyelids, 
organic and juicy as eating a 


While its neighbour Mali has by 
comparison flooded the West with 
its Manding griots, reg' 
orchestras and Wassc 
Niger, equally vast arid and 
landlocked, and sharing many 
cultural affinities, has made virtually 
no musical impact outside its own 
borders. It is however renowned, by 

with such things, for the potency of 
the occult forces at work there. So, 
when I heard that the country's first 


country's deepest spiritual 
traditions, I thought I must be in for 
a walk on the emotional and 
rhythmic dark side. 

Moussa Poussy specialises in the 
trance rhythms and healing chants 
of his Djerma people, while Saadou 
Bory, a Hausa, is a practitioner of 
Dango - Niger's ‘voodoo 1 music. 
Poussy in particular has a real 
shaman's voice: throaty and 
effortlessly invocatory. Pleasingly 
wiry guitars skitter round the kind 
of driving bass pulse found in 
Malian Bambara music. The album 

salubrious, 'international' ambience 
of JBZ Studios in Abidjan under the 
auspices of Paris-based 
entrepreneur Ibrahima Sylla and 
his Cuban-trained sidekick 
Boncana Maiga — two of the most 
influential men in African music. 
And within seconds of the album's 







opening we’re hit by one of their 
magisterial, hallmark synthesizer 
chords: the chords that launched 
Salif Keita's Soru and the World 
Music boom. We're immediately 
into the familiar formula of 



away under the polished and 
predictable surface. 

South Africa's Soul Brothers are 
another group who don't appear to 
have made many adjustments to 
their stylistic recipe. While the 
sleeve notes inform us that they 
have stayed at the forefront of 


inception in 1974, the non-expert 
listener might well find it difficult to 
locate Jump And Jive at any 

period. Those loping Zulu bass lines 
just keep on walking endlessly back 
and forth over the dancefloor, 
powered by Moses Ngwenya’s 
churchy, driving Hammond organ. 
The saxes make their sleazily jovial 
‘ ins in a wholly predictable 




are so pale and vibrato-less (and 


important distinction, but 1 
steady rhythm on the mar 
less irritatingly upfront, an 


every Jamaican style, from ska to 
Jungle. The danger of such an 
approach is of course repertory 

function here just value added 
authenticity, equivalent to U2 
employing BB King to play the 


basically tiny fra 
less dry and hollow. Ultimately, the 
original balances and distance fit 
better with TeNllim's ritualistic 
aspect than the mid-stage 
standpoint of the newer 
performance, however allu 
sonic sheen. Sound i 
only eleme 

two recordings; De Leeuw 
observes Reich's tempos and 
dynamics religiously. 

The presence of Three 
Movements For Orchestra (1986), 
performed by The London 
Symphony Orchestra under 
Michael Tilson Thomas, should not 
be a factor in choosing this 
recording over the ECM. Rehashing 

enthralling — Desert Music ( 1984), 
it's too overshadowed by its source 
to be anything but pleasant and 
relatively inconsequential. 


Rico With Kuubo And 
The Rare Riddim Crew 
Rising In The East 

JOVE MUSIC JOVE 3 CD 


instrumental res 


le in all its quirky 


chinkering piano of the opening 
■Don't Stay Out Late'. "5oul 
Serenade", a Rasta-style reworking 
of King Curtis's soul smoocher, has 
the horn section expertly echo 
Rico's vocalised quaver with subtly 
discordant harmonies: tinny, 60s, 
wrong-but-right. "Easy Snappin" 
steals the bass line from Nina 
Simone's 'My Baby Saves His 
Loving J ust For Me" but records it 
warm and fuzzy, giving the melody 
instruments a fetching edge. 

Kuubo is evidently a fan of Studio 
One, combining majestic treadmill 
rhythms with the quaint wobbliness 
that is ska’s calling card. "Vln 
Lawrence Park'has a cracked 
vibes riff placed in just the right off- 

By the time you get to “Chiang 
Kai Shek", with its excellent sax 
solo courtesy of Shikai Naomi (he 
recalls the on-edge poignancy of 
Roland Alphonso, Joe Harriott and 


calypso-fantasies of Sonny Rollins), 
and 'I Know" with its pumping 
Roscoe Gordon-style piano, you're 


favourite and well-worn piece of 
clothing, its feel is reassuring and 



Tehillim (1981) was Reich's step 
Into a more lyrical, human realm of 
music. Setting verses from Psalms 
19,34,18 and 150, in the original 
Hebrew, it softened the stark, 
highly repetitive techniques of 
minimalism in favour of longer lines 
and more conventionally harmonic 
material. The sound on this new 
recording by The Schoenberg 
Ensemble with Percussion Group 
The Hague, conducted by Reinbert 
De Leeuw, recorded nearly 12 
years after the original on ECM, Is 
much closer, and the high voices 


Mute: through RTM/Pinnade 
Circa: through Virgin/EMI 
VIcto: through These 

Ambiences Magnetiques: CP 263 
Sure.. East Montreal, Quebec, 



Jamaican Music — Count Ossie, 
Prince Buster, charting with "King 
Of Kings' in 1964 as Ezz Reco & 
The Launchers, The Specials, Gary 
Crosby's Jazz Jamaica — 
legendary trombonist Rico 
Rodriguez now surfaces with a 
band from Japan. Recorded in 
Tokyo last summer, this album is 
released here on a tiny label hailing 
from Ladbroke Grove (however 

things in reggae remain the same). 

Bandleader Kuubo is an intriguing 
figure. Inspired by the 70s reggae 
explosion, he tracked the music to 
its source, ending up with The 
Trenchtown College Band in 
Kingston, Jamaica. It was there that 
he met Rico in the late 80s. His 
Rare Riddim Crew pride 
themselves on being able to play 


convinced that Kuubo has learned 
his craft with respect and invention. 

sound rich and golden, his majestic 
trombone purring like a somnolent 



Somei Satoh 
Sun Moon 

NEW ALBION NA 069 CD 


My living room just isn't good 
enough for this music. I need a 
bare wood floor, no furniture and a 
view of a mountain. There’s an 
ascetic purity about the best 

irreconcilable with normal scruffy 

themselves have trouble with it 
But inside many of us there's a 
Buddhist monk trying to get out 












Some Japanese composers, 
worried about the dynamism and 
virtuosity of Western music, have 
tried hard to extend the range of 
traditional instruments, forcing 
them into fierce displays of 
technique. But Somei Satoh is so 
confident about the distinctive 
element in Japanese culture that 
he can go the other way and slow 
everything right down to zero. This 
music owes almost nothing to 
Western tradition, though you 
could see him as a Japanese 
Morton Feldman. 

The CD contains three pieces for 
shakuhachi (flute) and koto (zither), 
full of silences, notes which slowly 
build from nothing, and small 
moments of drama. There is even a 

pieces. The atmosphere is 
maintained throughout sometimes 
the two instruments move 
together, occasionally the 
shakuhachi shakes itself in a 
hoarse spasm, but the mood is 
consistent, even though the last 
piece was written 11 years before 
the first Akikaze Nakamura uses 
circular breathing on the 
shakuhachi, which is technically 
mind-boggling as the instrument is 
not placed inside the mouth. So his 
phrasing feels as if based on 
enormous breath-lengths. 

I found the album spellbinding, 
intoxicating — even if it did make 



Arnold Schoenberg 
Quartets l-IV 


AUVIDIS MONTAIGNE MO 782024 2CD 

Arnold Schoenberg 
Piano Works 

SONY CLASSICAL SM2K 52664 2CD 

Arnold Schoenberg's Second String 
Quartet (1908) includes a part for 
soprano, who opens the final 
movement with the words, 7 
breathe the air of another planet'. 
Many listeners, in fact, experience 
Schoenberg's music as the air of 
another planet, alien and 
inhospitable. For that final 
movement finds him casting aside 

supported the mighty edifice of 
European classical music for 
centuries. Over the next 40 years, 


Schoenberg explored a world after 
tonality, in the process losing touch 
with his audience — he once wrote 
an essay called "How One 
Becomes Lonely". The name 

programmes can still empty the 
auditorium. Atonality (Schoenberg 
hated the word) is a disease of 
modernity from which people flee 
in terror. 

Yet Schoenberg himself said, "My 
music is not modern, only badly 
played " That state of affairs has 
changed immeasurably since his 
death in 1951. The Arditti Quartet 
is a persuasive advocate and when 
in 1993 the Ardittis gave a four 
concert survey of Schoenberg's 
quartets, London's Purcell Room 
(admittedly not the world's largest 
hall) was packed. Now they've 
recorded the four quartets 
beautifully, reminding us how 
human this music actually is. 

Ardittis reveal, an often propulsive 
rhythmic sense. Dawn Upshaw 
takes the soprano part mentioned, 
bringing just the right note of awe 
to lines like, 7 am dissolved in 
swirling sound... wishless I yield to 
the mighty breath". 

Pianist Glenn Gould also yields to 
the mighty breath: his habit of 
humming as he plays is endearing 
or irritating according to taste (I 
tend to think, 'If I want humming, 

I'll do it myself, thanks very much'). 
Still, the pianist loved this music, no 
doubt in part empathising with the 
composer’s sense of being an 
outsider. His collection of 
Schoenberg's piano music, 
released as part of Sony's Gould 
Edition, derives from sessions 

1974, and Gould is typically 
involved throughout. 

For Gould, Schoenberg is less the 
Modernist iconoclast than the 
fading breath of 19th century 
Romanticism. His performances 
are correspondingly spacious, even 
languid. His disc of solo piano 
music lasts an hour; Maurizio 
Pollini's Deutsche Grammophon 
recording of exactly the same 

isn't everything, but the greater 
length suggests the airiness — a 
positive quality — of Gould's 
performances. If I prefer Pollini's 


icier style, Gould is committed to 
music that is still, in concert and on 
record, rather rare. The only real 
drawback here is that the 
performance of Schoenberg's eerie 
songcyde Pierrot Lunaire, which 
Gould conducts from the piano, 
only includes the first third, but 
better to have that (never before 
released) than none of it. 

HICK KIMBERLEY 


Last year, Portishead's Geoff 
Barrow drew an interesting 
distinction between playing 

recorded sounds. Music, he felt, is 
spontaneous — you pick up an 
instrument and out pops a tune. 
Programming, by contrast comes 
closer to producing a lasting work 

existing sounds and then chisel 
away, rearranging the patterns and 
manipulating the shapes. Where 
music focuses on the surface — on 


the underlying structures — the 
way sounds have been juxtaposed 
and the ideas that have pushed 
them together. 

By these definitions, DJ Shadow 
is definitely an artist Listening to 
"What Does Your Soul Look Like" 

(a kind of progressive HipHop 
symphony, recorded as a four-part, 
30 minute cycle), you're struck not 
so much by the sounds you hear as 
the rules broken and the number 


of musical styles persuaded to bed 
down together. With its quasi- 
liturgical title and interludes of 
monastic plainsong, this feels like a 

a bewitched place of sanctuary 
where the kind of guitars Guns N' 



sigh over crisp, cutting drumbeats 
and pianos are shrouded in a whiff 
of classical dub. 


Wagon Christ (aka Luke Vibert) 
also nurses arty pretensions, 


though I’m sure he’d laugh off such 
suggestions. Brash, witty and 
distinctly irreverent, Throbbing 
Pouch is Pop Art, with all the 
contradictions this entails. The disc 
manages to sound both lo-fi and 
strangely sophisticated, cutting 
similar funky grooves to much of 



a string of cheeky parps. 


After the icy minimalism of Phot 
Lab Nightmare (When's debut LP, 
released last year on Rising High), 
Throbbing Pouch finds Wbert 
trading in his Throbbing Gristle LPs 
for the sounds of George Clinton, 
Miles Davis, Can and... Kid Creole, 
but the results are still unnerving. 
Tracks don't so much build as 
slowly unravel, focusing on a solid 
core — an instrumental solo or 
hardy rap beat — and then gently 
unwinding towards the muzzy 

grooves, but rarely offer a smooth 
ride, either being invaded by 
bustling percussion, broken by 
disjointed rhythms or rocked on a 
keel of wobbling bass. The record's 
sense of identity is equally wavery. 
Throbbing Pouch would love to be 
a film soundtrack but, in the true 
spirit of Electro-anarchism, seems 
uncertain as to whether its film is a 
Loony Tunes cartoon, Saturday 
Night Fever or Play Misty For Me. 

SUSAN MASTERS 


OiW SYUN 006 CO 

Syun 

Air On The Wiring 

DIW SYUN 005 CD 

In Japan there is something called 
the Hirasawa Bypass. You can't get 
it on the National Health: it is in 
fact the fan club of one Susumu 

records. Hirasawa is keen on 
fractals. I won't insult you by trying 

anyway Hirasawa says they are 
going to destroy all logical thought 
about the world and space, so 
there's no point trying. The other 
interesting thing he says in the 
sleeve notes is that his Landscapes 











TarafDe Haidouks 
Honourable Brigands, Magic 
Horses And Evil Eye 


Gypsies are a European treasure. 
At least two major luminaries of 
European music in the 20th 
century — Paco De Lucia and 
Django Reinhardt - were children 
of this phantasmagorical diaspora 
and infused their work with the fire 
and the musical wealth of their 
ancestry. This release by a broadly 
traditional band from the gypsy 
stronghold of Romania — as close 
to a motherland as gypsies get — 



In these magnificent 
performances, the millennarian 
East-West divide is abolished. The 



hadn't been for the quiet, careful, 
steady accumulation of mood and 
delivery. For once, here was rock 
that sounded distinctly unworldly, 
as in hard to place Skeletal guitar 
parts and spooky counter-melodies 

and moments of passion that were 
all the better for being released so 
guardedly. They sounded un- 
English, un-American... even 

Little has changed on album two. 
It's still trudgingly long at 70 
minutes the singer hasn't traded in 
his weary tonsils; the strings still 
luxuriate here and there (and once, 
on the weird climax to "Talk To 

Ornette Coleman's Skies Of 
America). It's mostly rather pretty 
music, but it’s thick, slow, decayed, 
rotten. The stories don’t admit 
much light, either: try the tale of 
"My Sister, which isn't far off 
Edward Gorey territory. "Travelling 
Light' is a boy-girl country duet 
gone sour and nasty. 

All this would be a virtue if 
Tindersticks were achieving the 
jarring spirit of their live shows, but 
the studio seems to have 
smothered most of the life out of 
them this time. Torpor has replaced 

seems deliberately deadened - 
and the terse mayhem which 
trumpet and violin have brought to 
their gigs isn't much in evidence. 
Salvage “Talk To Me", “No More 
Affairs', 'She's Gone'and 
■Mistakes” and hope that they have 
something better than a 
beautifully-honed death rattle next 



Galina 


Shostakovich 
Octet/Piano Quintet 


Galina Ustvolskaya 
Compositions l-lll 

Sofia Gubaidulina 
Perception 

PHILIPS 442 531 CD 

Sofia Gubaidulina 
Piano Works 

SONY CLASSICAL Sk 53960 CD 














In Stalin's Russia, Galina 
Ustvolskaya never compromised, 

performed. Student and (probably) 
mistress of Shostakovich — 

no surprise she sees her work as 
■filled with a religious spirit”. Unlike 
other composers who could be 
called 'religious minimalists', 
exposure for Ustvolskaya (born In 
1919) has come very late. Until 
Reinbert De LeeuWs pioneering 
recordings for Hat Art she was 
hardly known in the West at all. The 
first release here — which originally 
appeared in 1992 — reveals an 
austere and forbidding tonal world, 
stripped of pretension and 
expressing a despair that invited 
obvious political interpretation. 
When she heard the recording, the 
composer praised De Leeuw’s 

music". In his new Philips recording 
with The Schoenberg Ensemble, he 
has turned to her three 
Compositions from the 1970s, with 
hardly less stunning results. 

The label 'religious minimalist is 
almost useless in this context — for 
Ustvolskaya Is a voice of compelling 
originality. Her style has none of 
the accessibility of Part and 
Gbrecki, and her religion seems 
devoid of consolation. The music of 


blocks of sound in the second 
piece. A large wooden cube is the 
percussion; play this music loud 
and your neighbours will think 
you've developed a passion for DIY. 
Unlike Alfred Schnttke’s rather 
theatrical phantasmagoria, the 
bleakness here is genuine and 

The music of younger compatnot 
Sofia Gubaidulina is closer to 
Schnittke’s polystylism. As with 
Ustvolskaya, spirituality is a driving 
force, with the paradoxical figure of 
Shostakovich again in the 
background. But there are more 
contrasts than affinities between 
the two women. Gubaidulina's 
music Is more fluent and varied, 

a faster rate throughout her career 
Sony's collection of her piano 
works include her Sonata and the 
striking Piano Concerto from 1978. 
But the most individual music is to 
be found on the Philips disc — 
another premiere recording 
performed superbly by Reinbert De 
Leeuw and The Schoenberg 
Ensemble. Perception, from 1993, 
indulges in post-Stockhausen vocal 
effects, and its tuned percussion 
yields some dazzling timbre- 
melody. Here she approaches the 
music of Ustvolskaya in authority. 


her teacher Shostakovich, not a _ 

happy man himself, comes as a Various Artists 
light relief when it foilows hers on Century XXI USA One: 
the Conifer disc. (The mildly Electronics 


his mistress is suggested in 
Elizabeth Wilson's recent 
Shostakovich: A Life Remembered, 
to which she notably declined to 
contribute.) Her early use of 
traditional forms — which the Octet 
from 1950 had already moved 
away from — was abandoned for 


Various Artists 
Century XXI USA Two: 
Electric/Acoustic 


While a handful of young British 
classical composers have been 


something more elemental. 

The primitive energy of 
Stravinsky’s Rite Of Spring is often 
mentioned as an influence, but his 
hieratic, slow moving Symphonies 
Of Wind instruments are more 
apposite. Ustvolskaya's ritualistic 
Compositions almost constitute a 
Mass. In the first a flatulent tuba is 
joined by piccolo and the essential 
piano. Similar to Scelsi in its 
concern with repeated tones and 
space, this music is more violent 
and less minimal. Characteristic 
brief motifs form monumental 


spoken of as articulating ‘New 
Complexity', in the States the 
soubriquet on everybody's lips is 
'Totalism'. The term itself is 
suggestive of a deliberate fn de 
siAde gesture, anticipating a clean 
sweep before the next big push — 
and while New Complexity is 
precisely linked to time and place, 

century of musical experimentation 
(albeit from the confines of such 
obscure spaces as Roulette, The 
Kitchen and Experimental 
Intermedia Foundation). The 


and its incorporation into elaborate 

work included in this pair of CD 
primers and acts as a guiding 
critical principle. 

New Complexity has been 
criticised as being neither new nor 
especially complex. Totalism runs 
the risk of accusations of hotwiring 
the kitchen sink and heading 
straight for the sea floor, an 
information-overloaded raft that 
has taken on board too many ideas 
to remain stable. 

Both collections are co-curated 
by Ben Neill, whose ITSOFOMO, 
written in collaboration with artist 
David Wojnarowica, has provided 
Totalism with its one sure-fire 
masterpiece to date. Here, on 
"678 Streams’ for mutantrumpet 
and computer interactive 
electronics, Neill Is in Ambient 
mode, underlining Totalism's 
complex, levelling love affair with 
nightclubs, CBGBs, the academy 
and the concert hall — and 
confidently giving voice to its 

The other compositions range 

Rouse's uncanny attempts to blend 
romantic pop and just intonation on 
the multiple-voice piece 
■Autorequiem’ and David Soldier's 
precisely focused “Utah Dances’ 
for solo saxophone, to the 100 
guitars of Rhys Chatham's 'Angel 
Moves Too Fast To See'and, by 
contrast, the cheap Radio Shack 
sampling system of Nic Collins's 
■Devil's Music’. 

Chatham's is a road movie 
soundtrack that exists tonally as 
much in the tradition of Phil 
Spector, Brian Wilson and Neu! as 
it does structurally in the NYC post¬ 
minimalist school. Here, It sounds 
as dated as the flyblown second 
helpings of Britain’s torpid indie 
rock scene: of historical interest 
only and hence ill-suited to the 
forward looking philosophy 
otherwise voiced by the 
compilation. Collins's piece has, 
even in eight years, become some 
kind of contemporary classic — 
which is to say it doesn't sound 
quite so out of place, yet is as firmly 
a work of the past. 

Amid the remarkable and 
intriguing vanations on the theme 
of the nature of the musical future, 


significant perhaps that it is by 
Totalism's sole critical prop: Kyle 
Gann, a composer as well-known 

his music. His 'Ghost Town" is a 
startling intersection of canal, rail 
and motorway outside Milton 
Keynes Caught unawares, my mind 
was palpably arrested and my 
memory disturbingly stamped with 
an indelible impression of this 
singularly lucid foray into the dark 
whimsy of form. A total hit! 


Various Artists 

Disco Bhangra: Wedding Bands 

From Rajasthan 


Disco Bhangra, a fun but misleading 
title, gathers recordings of wedding 
bands from the northern Indian city 
of Jaipur, bands parading through 
the town, hired for a display of 
wealth by the families, dressed in 
glittering colonial regalia and 
attracting the whole population's 

India, where around 700,000 
people make a living from them 
(out of a population of some 800 

The brass band tradition, brought 
there by the British colonial 
powers, has been adopted by, and 
adapted to, the tastes first of Indian 
families, then — since Pakistan and 
India's independence in 1947 — 
of the populace. This means the 
current repertoire largely consists 
of Bollywood movie songs, with the 
odd traditional or international hit 

American South at the turn of the 
century, a similar clash of cultures 
had given birth to jazz—one could 
easily forget that along with blues 
and gospel, German marches were 
the training ground of WC Handy 
and most other early jazzmen. 

Perhaps such grandiose 
developments should not be 
expected from Jaipur. Ramshackle 
affairs at best, these bands are paid 
to look good first and foremost, 
and it shows. Trumpet players 
quack their middle Cs, and 

Compared to this, your local 
Salvation Army band is The Berlin 
Philharmonic. One often thinks, if 






one has experience of such things, 
of Spain's bandas, which play very 
similar music at bullfights, with the 

same contempt for proficiency. 
That Rajasthani and Spanish 
practices should be similar even at 
such a basic level is serious food 
for thought There actually is a 
version of the Latino-rock hit 
"Tequila” here, along with such 
classics as "I’m A Disco Dancer", 
sung through a sepulchral PA. 
Somehow, there is still an 
undeniable poetry: that of faded 
postcards and B-movies from 
exotic lands. Maybe this is why this 
CD, which its performers would 
never have chosen to record, has 
been compiled: to fulfil the Wests 
contemporary thirst for unwitting 
‘ethnic' surrealism. Perhaps this is 
not an altogether despicable thing, 
but only if one realises that 
sequencer-propelled duos 
performing ‘I Want Your Sex" and 
'La Paloma' on cross-Channel 
ferries are equally admirable. 

SYLVESTRE BALAZARO 


Various Artists 
Jegog — The Bamboo Gamelan 
Of Bali 

CMP RECORDS CMP 3011 CD 

Various Artists 
Music For The Gods 

RYKODISC RCD 10315 CD 

The music on Jegog, which 

stomach-churning bass frequencies 
ever committed to disc. After a two 
minute, deceptively quiet intro, the 
whole gamelan explodes, as will 
your CD player if you've turned it 

extraordinary gamelan jegog 

bamboo grows freakishly large - 
the instruments themselves are up 
to nine feet long and two feet in 
circumference, particularly surreal 
considering that bamboo is actually 
a species of grass. The music is wild 
and extravagant — full of scorching 
accelerandos and ritardandos, 
flamboyant changes of rhythm, and 
underpinned all the while by the 
baroque rumble of the bass Jegog, 

the stomach rather than the ears. 
Still largely unheard even within 
Bali itself, gamelan jegog is 



Rykodisc: through Vital 
Postcards: 225 Lafayette Street, 

PSF, City Of Tribes: through 


Jinya, Kojima, Streamline: Rough 



Extreme: through These, Cargo 

Musica Maxima Magnetica: CP 
2280, 50100 Firenze, Italy 


nonetheless recovering from its 
formerly moribund state, and the 
annual jegog competitions in 



influenced by Dutch, Chinese, 
Egyptian and Japanese music and 
performed at Hindu, Buddhist 
Muslim and Christian ceremonies. It 
would have made for fascinating 
comparison had these other hybrid 
styles been included on this album; 
nevertheless this beautifully 
recorded CD is an essential 
addition to anyone's collection, 
Baliphile or otherwise. 

In the early 1940s, American 
adventurers Bruce and Sheridan 

President Roosevelt to evaluate 
Javanese defence capabilities. 
Posing as botanists, the brothers 
also found time to record any 
interesting music they came across 
while mapping the Pacific Rim, 
Sheridan being particularly keen to 
record "the music of the jungle 
jitterbugs'. Our Intrepid 
ethnomusicological spies set up 
microphones on the beaches of 
Bali, then ran two miles of cable 
out to portable disc cutters on their 

gamelan music, which languished 
unheard until donated to the 
American Library Of Congress in 

Now they have been assembled, 
on Music Of The Gods, by The 
Endangered Music Project, which is 

disappearing from 'developing' 
cultures (under the auspices of The 
Grateful Dead’s Mickey Hart). The 
CD contains an eclectic selection of 
Balinese styles, including gamelan 
semar pegulingan, gamelan gong, 
kecak and gamelan waying, and 
also includes music recorded in 
Madura and Western Kangea. 
Baliphiles note—the gamelan 
semar pegulingan, the courtly style 
dedicated to Semara, the goddess 
of love, is allegedly performed on 
this recording by Colin McPhee's 
restored gamelan pegulingan, as 
mentioned in the sublime account 


a readable introduction to Balinese 
music and provide details of the 
background to the expedition — 
the British Navy refused to supply 
the Fahnestock brothers with 

had to navigate the Indonesian 
Islands using 200 year old maps 
compiled by Captain Cook. They 
ran aground, just as Cook did 


Various Artists 
Koolness Personified 

2 KOOL RECORDS TKCD 3 CD 

Ex-Press 

The Definitive Article 

YELLOW PRODUCTIONS CD007A CD 

Beachflea 
What's That Smell? 

OTHER RECORDS THELP102 CD/LP 

compilation of 'funkjazztickle 
tricknology', as DJ Food, one of its 
contributors, terms it. The album 
contains 13 tracks of busted and 
dusted funk and HipHop from 
England, Japan, and France. The 
cuts are abstract and mysterious 
mergers, sonic mulattos revelling in 
their crossbred awkwardness and 
outsider status. Groups like Red 
Snapper, DJ Food (aka Coldcut), 
Marden Hill, Index and Heavy Shift 
are mainstays on the UK's 
alternative funk circuit pitched 
somewhere between TripHop and 
the increasingly moribund Acid 
Jazz scene. They are collectively 
caught in the crossfire between 
retro-funk replication and 
speculative future shock, their 
tunes collated from a set of 
similarly anachronistic record labels 
such as Ninja Cuts, On Delancey 
Street and Black On Black 
Records. Their mesmeric chunks of 

consciousness, toying with Ambient 
hypnosis, unsure of which way to 
go. 

Jazz rap, that much maligned 
invention, appears to work better 
when HipHop looks to jazz for 
inspiration rather than when a 
musician schooled in pre- 
technological methods tries to get 


Day Eight: PO Box 1626, 22101 


Bali. and drum machines. Perhaps jazz 

The informative sleevenotes give Is too flexible for rap, whose range 








of sounds is more limited by 
comparison. Ex-Press provides a 
good example. By looping jazz 
breaks, he gets a solid sonic flow 
going to support his smooth 
lg. Originating from 



Beachflea are 
of A Man Called Adam, the duo 
(Sally Rogers and Steve Jones) 
who began life as a street jazz 
outfit in the mid-80s (pre-Working 
Week), but whose success came 
during the late 80s/early 90s 
power-House boom after they 
stripped down their jazz, upped the 
tempo and produced sleek 
stompers such as ‘Earthly Powers". 
As Beachflea they still fuse funk 
and House: at times their hi-hats fly 


tal bass bang. 
However the pair appear to be 
starting to return to their roots, with 
:es of relaxed melody and 


Reggie Workman 


completely dissolving tonality. 
Musicians like Eric Dolphy.Andn 
Hill, Anthony Williams, Wayne 
Shorter, Bobby Hutcherson and 
Sam Rivers were p; ' 
soft-sell experimen 
played in mix-and-i ^ ^ 


albums (many for Blue Note are 
now neglected classics) and 
provided a valuable middle ground 


and sax also fight their way through 
this foggy-fi footage on occasion) 
Lost Aaraatt is an idiosyncratic slice 
of free jazz camp drama, like a jam 


French label (Yellow Productions), 
he sounds like Chubb Rock, the 
industrial-strength American MC. 
Ex-Press’s 16 track album takes a 
healthy swipe at racism and the 
BNP in particular, his polemic 
swathed in smoky, late night 
les held up by crunching and 



drummer Pheeroan Aklaff, for a 

vitality of their original conception. 
Pieces like Rivers's "Meteor 1 and 
Priester’s "Breath' show how 
confrontational attitudes inject the 
music with energy and formal 
design; soloists float around the 
most distant reaches of the 
underlying chords and when they 
come together in collective 
ensembles of thematic or 



in brief * 


streamune 1002 CD Haino's best 
recorded work is shot through with 
an alluring sense of alien wonder, 
though that description doesn't 
apply to this archive release from 
Lost Araaff — Haino's first group. It 
actually dates from 1971, its 
vintage confirmed by the Lo-fi, 
dropout ridden recording and the 
equally rough editing. There's no 
doubting Haino's presence, though 
— his threshing guitar figures are 


Save for a 
introduction of multitracked 
percussion, melodica and voice, the 
11 cuts are self-contained 
improvised songforms which reveal 
something of a thematic undertow 
when played end to end. "The 
Active Voice Revealed" is just that 
- the peak of a collection which 
belies the strangely sterile 
recording ambience to reveal the 
rich yet compact language that is 
Haino's very own. One for 


Masayuki Takayanagi 

CD Masayuki 
Takayanagi & New 
Direction Call In Question 

PSF psfd-41 cd Masayuki 
Takayanagi & New 
Direction April Is The 


High Rise Live psf 48 cd The 

best live rock album since The 
MC5's immortal Kick Out The Jams 
— and not for any profound 
musical affinity either: the greatest 
similarity, in fact, between Detroit's 
fearsome five and this Tokyo-based 

be that both groups die 
recording studio. If Higl 
preaching revolution - 
the foggiest seeing as I don't speak 
Japanese, and with titles like 
■Outside Gentiles" and "Pop Side’I 


disarming that you can't wait for 
Asahito Nanjo to shut his mouth 
and let guitarist Munehiro Narita 
get on with throttling his beast of a 
guitar. Every blues/rock cliche of 
the vaguest psychedelic hue gets 
ground into the surface, like old fag 
butts into a well worn pub carpet. 
Yet here is 1. 


t from the outside world at 
large by piss-poor distribution of his 
work outside of Japan. The live solo 
recording Inanimate Nature dating 
from 1990 displays his extended 
techniques for tabletop guitars. Like 
Keith Rowe and Jim O’Rourke, 
Takayanagi could trip the dream 
fantastic; his bewitching drones and 
deft aesthetic-of-noise sculpting 
unlocked the imagination, releasing 
it into a world of sonic mirage and 
suggestion. But as both the PSF 
live offering from 1970 and the 
remixed April .. show to awesome 

with the axe strapped across his 
chest. Fronting New Direction, 
Takayanagi’s playing combined an 
intensity matched only by Sonny 
Sharrock at his most wired, with 
focused sensuality. He could ride 
crests of feedback like a champion 
surfer, balancing aboard the 
swathes of sound until the wave 
broke and plunged him back into 
the busy ensemble pool. The studio 
offered the group a space and 


I three discs 
are recommended, but April. .. is a 
must-hear, testing the group 
dynamic in a less overtly jazz- 
slanted workout. 

Dislocation Peak To Peak 

psf psfd-42 cd Dislocation 
Carve Another Notch scatter 01 
cd I read the sleevenotes to Peak 
To Peak and groaned. "We do not 
interact with each other; we make 
i play ‘together’. W 


at" Still, Fujio Kimura’s electric 


and Toyohiro Ok 
are all faithfully caught on both 
these discs, although the 
domestically-released Carve 
Another Notch is by far the 
superior (as well as the cheapf 
the two. (It also marks a 
courageous choice of debut by this 
new Scottish-based Improv label.) 
Contrary to what Dislocation's 

their improvisations using the 
recording studio's technology 






ns imperative to their music 
on CD; ar 


emerging narrative and heightened pieces compiled here harness the 
presence of Carve Another Notch ' ' ' ' 1 ' " 

in particular suggests more of an 
affinity with Stockhausen than with 
the minimally-interventionist, 
chance methodology of fellow Jap 
noise troupes such as Merzbow 
and Hijokaidan. Without that 
compositional resolve, the music is 
prone to dawdle: "Noah's Great 
Rainbow", the last track on Peak To 
Peak, with its 32 minutes of 
ineffectual noddling simply 


course its a mixed bag: highlights 
like PON’s Zorn-like slicing and 
dicing; the muscular, the Massacre- 
style free rock of Altered States; 
the sleek Zappa-meets-Braxton' 
trappings of contemporary fusion 
troupe Tipographica; and the 
searing jazz noise of Otomo 
Yoshihide's Ground Zero contrast 


and Prins keeps disorderly drums. 
Although occasionally spiralling off 
into unedifying abstraction, it's 


Klaus Konig Orchestra 
Time Fragments enja enj 8076 CD 
The fourth part of a five-suite cycle 
Konig is currently engaged in. His 
12 piece band mixes European 
and US personnel and each piece 


And don't they mt 
is largely given over to songform, 
Gender to extended ins 


Various Artists Neu 
Konservatiw god mountain gmcd 
009 cd In the West punk's energy 
and invective was diametrically 
opposed to the Prog rock 


Dennis Gunn’s Teat 


waffle on q oticalS (God Mountain 
GMCD 001), sequelled on 
Optical‘8 II (GMCD 004), found 
“ yo keyboardist He 



in brief * 



James Carter Quartet 
Jurassic Classics Diw 886 CD This 
uninhibited blast through hoary-as- 
hell jazz standards is a breath of 
fresh air. Carter has a pleasantly 

the strong imprint of his style over 
all the pieces he chooses. It’s only 
the 25 year old Detroiter's second 
album but he shows himself to be a 
confident multi-instrumentalist, 
spinning off vibrant, 

1 solos on soprano, alto and 


the jazz/classical divide, eg Igor 
Stravinsky/Anthony Braxton, Henn 
Threadgill/Gustav Mahler. Its 
audacious, energetic material, 
skilfully threading together 
composed and improvised 
to produce large, 



also contributes three 


. t from Lovano himself, include 
Monk, Mingus, Ornette and 
Ellington. Lovano's no revolutionary, 
but he's one of the most exciting 
saxophonists working in jazz at the 
moment and his playing on this 
album is superb. He's heard in 

playing in front of two large 
ensembles, he duets with his 


out of the speakers. 

Recommended for the versioi 
Coltrane's "Equinox" alone. 

Houtkamp, Beukman & 

netslawier, recorded by this 
sax/bass/drums outfit with guest 


rollicking collection of pieces 
treading the line between jazz and 
Improv which veer from inspiration 
to tedium and back Bassist 
Beukman riffs away in rocky style 


most in-demand bass players 
around. His debut as a leader is 
something of a youth summit 
meeting: the line up includes Roy 
Hargrove, Joshua Redman, Cyrus 
Chestnut and Lewis Nash. McBride 
listened to a lot of funk when (even 


Hargrove and Redman are on good 
form, and McBride keeps his solos 
to the point. Jazz in its 
contemporary classical form, and 
as good as that style gets. 

Misha Mengelberg Mix 


5,37 seconds of twi 
A good deal of piano improvisation 


note to produce music which is 
both surprising and logical, "Mix 
Azure" works within a particularly 
limited range and for stretches of 


testament to his ability than his last 
two releases, the disappointing 
Universal Language and the merely 
good Tenor Legacy. This set Is 
arranged and conducted by Third 


banned. "Mix Azure" is jerkier and 

and anticipation, pleasure is to be 
had in the way Mengelberg pares 
things down to the where-will-he- 
jump-next basics of melodic 


New Winds Digging It 
Harder From Afar victo 028 CD 
Yannick Rieu Sweet Geom 


Dick, JD Parran am 
Rothenberg They play all manner 
of flutes, clarinets and saxophones, 
all of which they push to the limits 
in remarkable three-pronged 


six piece group through a tender 
version of Ornette's 'Kathleen 
Gray". The strings cloy a bit at 
times, but the rest, particularly the 
acappella "Chelsea Bridge", is 



sax/bass/drums trio set so he g 
plenty of space to work out his 
ideas, which develop in brief, 
slightly enigmatic phrases. Coc 
and restraint figure large in his 
playing and his rhythm section 










backing. Not as challenging as 
much of the material in the Victo 
catalogue, but full of searching 
improvisation all the same. 

Bobby Previte’s 
Weather Clear, Track 
Fast Hue And Cry co 

Presumably not named after the 
would-be pop subversives we love 
so much. Drummer Previte Is 
writing and arranging superbly at 
the moment. Less episodic than 
some of his compositions, the 
pieces on this album have the 
unhurried vision and purpose that 
marks his best work. Hammond 
organist Larry Goldings adds colour 
and there's a bouncing sense of 
energy and forthrightness to the 
whole album. Making a real mark in 
the fraught territory of jazz 
composition. 


Jacky Terrasson Jacky 
Terrasson blue note cdp s 29351 


oozing confidence. There's a low- 
key "My Funny Valentine*, deft gear 
changes are inserted into 'Bye Bye 
Blackbird’, and "I Love Paris* is 



Zig Rag Orchestra 
Postcommunist Atmosphere 

Zentralquartett Pli intakt 
037 cd Various Artists 
Sarajevo (Suite) dempreinte 

scrabbling around in the post-Cold 
War debris, we find three pieces of 
fall-out Postcommunist 



old GDR. The sleevenote to Pli asks 


whether society can find its 
expression in music, and answers 
bathetically that "these four 
believers in direct democracy have 
differing opinions". At least they're 
still thinking about it Hi is a 
startling post-free jazz trawl 
through selected parts of the jazz 
tradition which refuses to sit down, 
be sensible and play it straight. 

Sarajevo (Suite) is a benefit album 
for the restoration of the Sarajevo 
library. It's new material (mostly 
settings of Sarajevan Abdullah 
Sidran's poetry) by the most 
various set of Various Artists 
imaginable. Patchy, but combines 
The Balanescus, Linda Sharrock, 
Jane Birkin, Phil Minton, Dee Dee 
Bridgewater, Kate and Mike 
Westbrook and Lindsay Cooper. 


in brief off world 

Clive Bell listens to the sounds 
of machines in the mud 

Paolo Modugno Le Bala Et 
La nouche NEW TONE NT 6732 CD 
The heart of Islamic Africa visited 
by an Italian musician. I love the 
first track — we're walking in a 
street somewhere very hot we 
hear rhythmic clapping, children 
playing, snatches of song. 



brief appearances by some fine 
musicians, especially Mohamed 
Fares on Arabian drums. Once the 

towards Loop Guru Ethno-Trance 

Trance Mission 

CD Various Artists The 
Event Horizon city of tribes cotcd 
004 A bunch of San Francisco 
hippies nouveaux, jamming around 
the digital campfire on didgeridoo, 
ethnic percussion and synths. Ifs 
great fun, but of course it goes on 
and on. But at least they don't 
make you wait five minutes before 
they bring the drums in, like some 
people. Beth Custer's dannets are 


pretty good. Then there's Stephen 
Kent from Lights In A Fat City. And 
who is this nice old guy mumbling in 
my ear: ’Explore the cellar, nursery, 
toilet, kitchen, attic of your mind: 
there is a backdoor—go play 

hippy nonsense on The Event 
Horizon, a City Of Tnbes label 
sampler. Stephen Kent is all over 
this album. I can remember when 

performers on tuba and ukelele, but 
if he prefers to jam on the 
didgeridoo in San Francisco then 
I’m sure he's got good reasons for 
doing so. Just so long as he's happy, 
you understand. 

Social Interiors The World 


Dramatic and unpredictable duo 
from Melbourne based label 
Extreme, plus an appearance by 
bass flute improvisor Jim Denley. 
This album is rooted in both free 
Improv and the electroacoustic 

and crunching from Rik Rue's 
environmental tape manipulation: 
■Modern Sleep" has a drifting 
electronic wind while in the 

Maybe. The desert at night.. when 
it works the visual images are 
strong. And is the title track the best 
dripping-water recording ever 
made? I think so. Not quite my cup 
of tea, but a genuinely experimental 


Vidna Obmana The 
Spiritual Bonding extremeXCD 027 
cd The usual backdrop of cosmic 
synth, the usual rainsticks, shells, 
didgeridoo and 'spirit voices' in 
front. Kind of Ethno-Trance, but 
without the dance music weight at 
the bottom. Either it grabs your soul 
or it feels like random doodling: in 
this case the latter. And I'm afraid 
Vidna Obmana is an anagram of 'a 

Raksha Mancham 

eee 19 CD A hand drums jam with 
trancey chants — some good filthy 

enough. These fiercely whispering 
voices get up my nose, and there's 

aroundln mud, playing ethnic 8 
instruments in dull ways. Underlying 


the Belgium-based group is a 
concern with threatened 
populations such as the Tibetans, 
Palestinians and Bedouins. I've seen 
Kangaroo Moon play and I know 
there's a large audience for this 
kind of thing, but do take a plastic 
bag or something to sit on. 


Jonas Hellborg Ars 
Moriende day eight dem 034 CD 
Acoustic bass guitar (wow!) duetting 
with a percussionist (Glen Velez) 


Lengthy rhythmic explorations ovi 


Persian improvisations. Maybe I'm 
going soft or something, but I really 
enjoyed this. Ifs modest, tasteful 
and intimate, with none of John 
McLaughlin's heartless flash. And 

beast 


Rapoon Fallen Gods staalplaat 
stcoo86 cd The distinctive sound of 
ex-:Zoviet*France: member Robin 
Storey, who locks himself inside his 
trancey Indian loops to create 
Indian Industrial music. Plus a 
couple of tracks of real playing (not 

More ebullient than his Vernal 
Crossing CD, the title track in 
particular is a stomping powerhouse 

technology is up to date, but the 
effect of these dark loops and 
distant melodies is like some 
hypnotic 19th century piece of 
milling machinery, dripping oil and 


Hungry Ghost Brownout 
At The Spectacle galivant media 
cd 14 tracks from a San Francisco 
quartet Gets off to a good start with 
a didgeridoo sample, no-nonsense 
hand drumming and deep, swirly, 



the group on 7* singles (also on 
Galivant): "Quechua Click" and 
"Miles". □ 















































Tricky Continued from page 39 

When he appears, there are four of him, at least. He is a horseman, a 
pleasure tyrant, a thought thief, a shapeshifter — his singing T 
dissolved and left to float over troubled waters. Even the name is 
double or triple (its his name — except when it isn't — as well as the 
group's) and no matter what the track, there is always some Other 
voice (Martika, Mark Stewart) floating about as ballast. 

All the pieces so far written about Tricky (and his close confreres 
Massive) tend to reproduce a certain quandary: to wit, how can such 
coarse, workaday fellows be responsible for such unearthly beauty? But 
this is to misunderstand the nature of both the Song and its technology. 
The Song is — via the 'kinky machine 1 of recording technology — a 
spell-like concentration of wish, awe, loss and trouble: it is our modem 
magick: a means of invocation or evocation, a malicious or heart¬ 
melting voodoo. On Maxinquaye Tricky has made (of) himself a machine 
capable of projecting a whole galaxy/phalanx of contradictory personae. 
‘And as I grow, I grow collective ..." 

‘Moreover, he is a channeler of contamination, particularly 
when it comes to linguistic pollutants such as 'cuss words’. ’ 

The eroticism of Maxinquaye is startling. If most 

rap (or 'slack' DJ-ing) is stuck at a level of sexual projection which 
inevitably steers towards either misogyny or frivolity, Maxinquaye 
balances out its askew extremities ("69 degrees/My head's between her 
knees') with a most un-rap-like polysexuality, whereby Tricky (the rude 
bwoy) is always cancelled out by Martika or some other other. (Thus, in 
the midst of Maxinquaye's filthiest, murkiest track we get what may 
well be the first recorded mention in such circles of ‘The pre¬ 
menstrual cycle'.) If rap is sometimes all too present, Tricky stages a 
disappearing Trick, and the shock of the words sung becomes 
disassociated from their singer, who fades away, leaving a stand-in 
persona or ghost to mouth them. You can't pin him down from song to 
song — he is a latterday Trickster figure, pulling our (signifying) chains. 
Taking the Michael. Having us on. 

They guarded the knowledge of genealogies and the complex 
‘praise names' attached to every surname ’ 

— Entry on African 'Jail' singers in 
The Rough Guide To World Music 

‘Andlateron, maybe, I'll tell you my real name." — Tricky 

It is fairly obvious after a few spins through the 

infected micro-cosmos of Maxinquaye that Tricky knows more than he 
is letting on. Knows, as in: a secret knowledge he quite rightly fears to 
name. This silent discourse echoes around Maxinquaye as a kind of 
rhythmic ebb or evaporation, voices trailing in and out, never settling on 
one definite past or present: ‘Confused by different memories/Details of 
Asian remedies.." 

We may read that Tricky shies away from 'theorising' about his work, 
but this may just be the sane response of a man suddenly confronted 
by the representatives of a music press desperate to slot everything into 
its lazily reductive 'Bristol as the new Seattle' strap-line. Besides which, 
the opposition won’t stand: Maxinquaye is a work of theory. There is 
nothing theory can say that is not already embedded in this wily, 
uncanny text (Tricky even helpfully sings so: "I think ahead of you/I think 
instead of you.. .') Perhaps it would be more accurate to say that Tricky 
is unwilling to S-P-E-L-L out to interviewers stuff which he has already 


toiled long and hard to find the correct way of saying on Maxinquaye. 
Anyone with even a cursory knowledge of certain Gnostic, magickal and 
African traditions will know that it is considered foolhardy, dangerous 
even, to spell out to one's inferiors things for which the maker has 
already found an effective formula. 

‘My brain thinks bomb like/Beware of our appetite...' — Tricky 

Maxinquaye is like an inventory Oust as There's A 

Riot Gan' On was before it) of what happens to a revolutionary class 
when it subsumes or sublimates or sublimes its 'failure' into a kind of 
resplendent sub-cultural closure. Spooky and frightened, sexy and 
freaked-out — blood in the eyes, goat-pain on the breath — bullets 
start chasin', meanings start elidin'. The fear that permeates Maxinquaye 
is one side of a mood the reverse of which is a poisonous 
revelry/reverie: with all the time in the world to kill, this 'revolutionary 
class' succumbs to all the numb repetition enchantments of music, 
drugs, sex, booze, satellite/video; until the T becomes utterly dissolute; 
until you can no longer tell who you... 

Tricky adopts the same personae as the (g)riot Sly Stone: pimp, 
sadist, freak, struggler, seer. Truth be told, maybe ■nationality" never 
was such a sure thing to hang a life on: it was always shaky, fragile, 
limned with the spectres of its own imminent dissolution. 


‘Strugglin'. ..with the remains" — Tricky 

The place where all this comes together most 

evocatively is across the monumental expanse that is "Aftermath', with 
its encrypted meditation on a politics of aftermath. It is the LP's pivot in 
more ways than one, in which all voices become equal in the endless 
replay/relay of the technological ether; in which anything can come 

Voodoo redeploys harmless images of Catholic saints, so Tricky plus 
Martika plus Mark Stewart use a David Cassidy lyric, no less, to essay 
ontological uncertainty: "How can I be sure? In a world. .. that's 
constantly changing?' And slip samples from Blade Runner and David 
Sylvian/Japan into the mix. David Cassidy, David Sylvian, Blade Runner. 
all assume equal weight/lessness in the circute of the night. 

The Blade Runner sample is particularly noteworthy. In a song that 
may (or may not) be about the relationship between mother and son 
(and therefore: legacy, continuity, memory) the decisive expression of 
this theme is the sampled quote from Blade Runner. "Lemme tell you 
about my mother!' Anyone who knows the scene from which this is 
lifted will already be aware of the 'irony' (although that is too paltry a 

replicant — half-man half-technology, and devoid of memory (and thus 
legacy, continuity, memory...). 

Is it merely coincidence that the Sylvian quote and the Blade Runner 
lift converge in the same song? "Ghosts"... Replicants? Electricity has 
made us all angels. Technology (from psychoanalysis to surveillance) 
has made us all ghosts. The replicant [‘Your eyes resemble mine.. .') is 
a speaking void. The scary thing about "Aftermath" is that it suggests 
that nowadays, We AH Are. Speaking voids, made up only of scraps and 
citations... contaminated by other people's memories... adrift... 

Maxinquaye releases this ghost-talk of technology, the babble of the 
wires, plugs sex and drugs and future shock into the circuit.. and lets 
the circuits sing. There's a whole new riot of meaning here, just waiting 
to be heard. 

Maxinquaye is out now on Island 
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letters 


Trip of the tongue 

Re Ninja Tune/Coldcut interview 
(Bites, The Wire 132) — a small 
whinge. You quote me saying, 'We 
were doing TripHop well before 
anyone else.’ This comes over as a 
bit of a full-on statement. I don't 
think I actually said this, certainly 
not without qualification — listen 
to the tape. For example, such 
hedz as Davy DMX.DJ Todd, 
Steinski, Gang Starr and Smash 
Hunter could all equally well claim 
to be originators of TripHop. But 
our tunes, eg'Kick Out The 



compressed soundbytes placed in 
one’s mouth is a risk of talking to 
the press in today's cut W paste 
society, but The Wire knows that 
truth is rarely a one-liner. 

On a positive tip, I like the 
widened scope of the mag. Def to 

Yours in ciderspace (next to 
cyberspace, but mind the gap). 

Matt Black, Coldcut/Hex, 
London 


Dub discovery 

Many thanks for Steve Barrow's 

origins of dub (lhe Wire 132). In 
recent years, in the wake of the 


much rubbish has been written 
about the music (usually related to 
dub's 'cosmic/doped-out' 
methodologies and always 
predicated on dodgy ideas of black 
exotica) that I had given up hope 
of ever reading anything coherent 

ever again. Barrow's piece rescued 
me and the music from the 
misleading myth making that has 
surrounded it and its practitioners 

rewriting dub’s very history into 

Where did Barrow discover 
Rudolph 'Ruddy 1 Redwood? If 
what he writes is true, Redwood 
pre-empted Tubby, Perry and 
Errol T as the true inventor of dub 
(check his brilliant phrase: 7m 
gonna turn this place into a 

archaeological discovery which 
seems to overturn much of the 
last 25 years of British and 
Caribbean musical history. 

I was not familiar with your 
magazine before, but I congratulate 
you on restoring my faith in music 

Simon Perry, Stevenage 


Missing records 

Mick Pinner's letter {The Wire 
132) highlights an ongoing 
problem. The listings of 
distributors/contact addresses for 
indie labels is a good move but I 


till have not found any of five 


Your Number One Out Rock 
Record Of The Year and Number 
Five Record Of The Year, ie Silver 
Apples Of The Moon by Laika — 
according to my local supplier it 
seems to be deleted and 
unobtainable: and Peter 
Brotzmann's Die Like 4 Dog — 
great difficulty tracing it, ifs not in 


theUK'smost established 1 f 
distribution networks). Perhaps the 


this company to them, as they are 
naturally worried when retailers 
start telling customers that 
product is deleted when it actually 
is not. Likewise, the FlriP Peter 

readily available from its UK 


Also, Bill Frisell's Buster Keaton 
Soundtracks (Elektra Nonesuch) — 
said to be 'deleted and 
unobtainable’. I find this hard to 
believe. Any suggestions? 

Some of the discs you review 
seem to be shooting stars that 
have come and gone before the 
review appears in print, and others 
(viz: John Zorn’s Filmworks ) seem 


albums reviewed in The Wire are 
available at the time of the review, 
either via high street retailers, mall 
order outlets or directly from the 


label's distributor or contact 
address as listed alongside the 
review in Soundcheck is also correct 
to the best of our knowledge. And 
we always try and review albums 
as close to their release date as 
We never knowingly 



Laika and Bill Frisell albums, and 
both were surprised to hear that 
your retailer told you both these 

the labels, both are readily 
available from any retailer who 


— what would be the 


We suggest you approach your 


above information, or alternately, 

outlets, such as Rough Trade, These, 
Decoy, that stock much of the musk 
n The Wire Ed. 
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